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Scwhere it is. It feels so good to finish this. 
For a number of reasons. The first is that I can do my 
little part for our national scene. That I can provide 
someone (hey ...that's you!) vith something interesting to 
read. And the second reason is that, after 8 months of 
work (this is not an exaggeration), I am able to 
cement what has been an almost year long 

project. 

There is so much crap out there these days. 
Actually, there has always been crap out there, it just 
seems like it’s much easier for crap to survive these 
days. Even "punk” zines are now more palatable and 
easily marketable. They are long on ads and short on 
content. They sell lots of ad space because they have 
huge distribution, full color covers and interviews 
with the newest "punk 1 * bands and kiss ass reviews of 
releases by the same labels that advertise with them. I 
have none of that. This magazine has no color 
u •» scything. We didn’t hardly get any ads and our 
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Sew 22LTS Si TJ* 311(1 aad aU the gan « at Mara Records, Adam and Did! (for 

thaX T 1 and aU the guy ® and girls at - veggie Planet (except JadeX-and maybe if I 

Bloods ^v Se rSl°Pi v f ° r the klU f* < f rer art > ^/Jym/Tlm/Anthony/Greg Be the Blue 

Sofii SL/toiWp^wS'? 7 ^ Ph ° t0n ^PedoesfelP), The virus, Erica/Adam/Rich/Brian Be. The 

r fivs, Mike/Brian/Pete/John and The Global Threat, Clit 45 and Rufio 

Pete/Rose/Ed lx. Kermit's Finger, Jason and Kristen of Suspect Device/Mad 

Cat, Justin and The Escaped, Monster Squad, John and SWAT (rockin face!). 

Matt and^ Crimson Ghosts, Andy and Satan's Teardrops, Sue for the Blanks 

tour diary and the great deals on Ink, my mum ( she's really a great 

2L and * lav f her '* Chuck ’ Pam and Kurt, Cooper THE COOLEST DOG IN 
THE WHOLE FUCKING WORLD!, all the generations of punks and skins who 
made it so easy and hard for us, all the New Hampshire kids!, Steve for 
the spiritual guidance, Gabe and KerrB Bill W„ all of "the family" who 
helps me out when I'm going crazy or need some help, all of the Boston 
area kids that make this the best scene In the whole country! thanks for 
reading this and if I forgot you^sue me. 

Huge NO thanks: George W. fuckin-suckln-asshole-plece-of-shlt-knobiob- 
Bush, and all his little cronies. The Guts, punk band$ that are in it to 
make the bling, all the local Boston press that Ignores the great 
punk/hardcore scene that Is right under their noses, the punk and 
hardcore separatists, meathead Mr. Hardcore dudes, anyone who criticizes 
someone for doing somethlng™while they themselves do nothing, punk kids 
who think that they have to be assholes to be punk, herpes, shittalkers 
and those who don’t back it up. 
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HUGE CONTEST!! 

We have 2 HUGE lots of goodies to give away! Just send us: 

Your Name: and Contact: (E-M ail, Phone Number, Mailing address) 


That's It. We will enter your name Into a hat 
1st who will win the following: 

(l) Phantom Creeps "s/t" CD (Peat, members 
of Chrlmson Ghosts) 

(l) Large Blue Bloods T-Shirt 

(0 The Blue Bloods "s/t" CD 

(l) The Profits "Profits Over People" CD 

(l) Pack of No13 Punk Zines feat, bands 

included In "In The Van..." Like The Blue 

Bloods, SWAT, Photon Torpedoes, and many 

more. 

(l) Pile of posters, flyers, and stickers of 
bands included In "In The Van™." 

(l) Cllt 45 "The Kids Arn't Alright" 7" 45 
(l) The Virus "Benlfits OP War" 7" 

(l) Blanks 77 Live on VML 7" or Blanks 77 
"s/t" 7" 


(no really..) and pick 2 winners on March 

(l) A Global Threat "Earache/Pass The 
Time" EP 

(l) Large Suspect Device T-Shirt 
(l) Suspect Device "Boston Massacre" CD 
or the "Boston Scene Report" (Peat. SD) 
CD 

(l) The Virus "Still Pighting Por a 
Future" CD or "The Rarities" CD 
(l) The Cho-Experiment "S/T" CD 
(l) Photon Torpedoes/Satan's Teardrops 
Split 7" EP 

(l) Large SWAT T-Shirt 

(l) Monster Squad/STFU Split CD 

(l) The Escaped "Escaped Generation" CD 

(l) The Profits "Propaganda Machine" 7" 

(l) Copy of a NEVER printed Blanks 77 

Fanzine by Sue Blanks 
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U.S.Atrocity Tour 2003 

5/29- Columbus,OH @ Bernle' 9 w/ The Nurses, Jesse & The Rippers 

5/3O- Chicago,IL@The Fireside Bowl w/ Amish Armada, Esoteric, and Plan 9 

5/31- Minneapolis, MN@Urban Wildlife v/ Scorned, Born Dead, Phalanx 

6/3- Seattle, WA@Hurricane Cafe v/ The Escaped and Skizits 

6/4- Portland, OR@The Paris Theatre w / The Escaped, One Day War +2 

6/5- Ashland, OROEvos Cafe w/ Barefoot Army, Gruk, Lady Liberty Legs Spread 

6/6- Redding,CA@Mlllville Grange Hall w/ Barefoot Army, No Goodnicks, American Standard 

6/7- Berkley, CA@Gilman St. w/ Deatbag, Facedown In Shit, Hellbillies 

6 8- San Francisco, CA@Mission Records w/ Abandoned, Death Bag, Systemic Brutala 

6/11- San Diego, CA@Skate Heaven w/ Shitgivitz, Career Soldiers +1 

6/12 - Phoenix, AZ@ Jugheads w / Some Bands? 

6/13- El Paso, TX@The Peanut Gallery w/ Going Nowhere, Reesas Monkey, The Losers 
6/14- San Antonio, TX@Patsy's Ice House w/ The Perturbed, The Drones, Flatliners 
6/16- New Orleans, LA@Dixie Tavern w/ Antarctica VS The World, American Distress 
6/18- Huntsville, AL w/ A Global Threat, Public Offender, Mini Skirt Rebels 
6/19- St. Louis,MO@Lemp Art Center w / The Pubes, The Revenant +2 Crappy Christian Bands 
2 Lexington,KY@ A House Party w/ 2 Bands (we never got their names..oops!) 

6/21- Baltimore,MD@ The Slaughter House w / 2 am Revolution 






5/29 - This year, our first show on tour was at Bernie’s in Columbus, OH. 

We figured that since we do plenty of trips, throughout the year around 
the east .coast, we would just get on the road— — > Punk to the West! 

Since Bernie's/Columbus is a good 790+ ~~ 

miles from Boston we left the night before 
the show and headed out to our friend 
Hope & Marias (sister and brother-in- 
law of Will from Toxic Narcotic) in good 
of NYC We got a late start out of 
Beantown and ended up at their place by 
2am. Just early enough for some ’ 

Brooklyn Lager, fat J's and hanging out 
with good friends. The next day the 
i drive to Ohio went smooth and we 
made it to Bernie's an hour before the 
show. Bernie's is great! We played 
there once 2 years ago and it was good 

to * hunch of our old friends t ( 

had itown up to hang out. The club itself is a bar/bagel shop... .yeah 
that' bright. Bagel’s and ptfiry’s upfront, and bands and beer in the back. 
This show was a damn good time, only around 60-70 people, bin every 
one of them was there to have a good oT time. That goes for die all-ages 
scene that showed up and the drunken’ punk hardcore c|$w that came 
out. The bands we played with were all good... no misr m 
bookings here..Oh The Punk! There 
was The Nurses, Jeeie and The Rippers 
and FGD's (that stands for the Fucking 
Goddamn'sX It turned out that we knew 
ga couple of theNu rses from when they 
ware in the Bedrockers who stayed at my 
house after playing a drunken' show at 

« ie’s Kitchen with us and The Spitzz 
they came through Boston. 

Aijyway, we all agreed that this show was 
a perfect beginning to the tour. Columbus 
was goodtimes all around. After the show 
we went back to drink and hangout with 
our buddy loe (from The Creeps) at his 
place. A few people from fife show came 

by also, including a couple of young punk girls that offered to take 

Brian home fer the night.. .he declined. So, then we crashed, and in the 
morning it was oft to Chicago (after some 
"Smothered and Covered" Waffle House 
home fries of course). 

For some reason, Joe felt fee need to reveal 
the tattoo on his penis... if only l could 
remember what it said. 

5/30- The Fireside Bowl is an old bowling 
alley feat usually does 2 shows a day. 

Interesting start to fee show with a GWAR* 
like band by the name ofThe Amish 
Armada. Eight dudes dressed like amish 
zombies ready to ream the english a new 

one. A .* }-. 7 — ~ 

Well, there's not all that much to say about 
our Chicago show this year. Chi-town has 
always been touch n ' go for us (pun 
intended?-Pat#fhe first time we played there 4 years ago was great! We 
played the Fireside Bowl with pur friends band Mary Tyler Morphine, a 
super punk (mostly female) band from Chicago... what a great show! The 
year after that, again at the Fireside, was totally miss booked with a 
show wife all indie rock bands, and while there was a small gaggle of 
punks there that enjoyed our set, most of the crowd just gave us the "fish 
eye". Last year we played at a 21 + bar wife a great band called Gut 
Wrench (now Suicide Clutch). It was a good time with good bands. But, 
like many bar shows, it was more allot more about drinking than about 
the interest in music Drunken’ fun! This year we were back at fee 


mom lives in 


5/31- Oh 


Fireside. It's a fun place all in all. It's a bowling alley feat has a stage and 
a lot more show nights than bowling nights. It's ali-ages, which is great, 
and its got a bar in the back for fee dr inkers., which is also great. We got 
there kind of late, after the 9-10 hour drive from Columbus and the first 
band Amish Armada was going on. These guy$ are 
crazy fun. They have a GWAR kind of 
thing going cm where they dress up like 
the amish from hell and promote the 
smashing of technology and vow death to 
fee British oppressors. Then we played. 

Being the only punk band cm fee bi II . we 
had same people really into it, but seeing as 
all of fee other bands were all straight edge 
hardcore (as Chicago is well known for) it 
wasn't really our scene. But feat's ok. • ' 

Straight Edge or not, the other bands were 
really good. We drank some brews, played 
some pool, had some kick -ass mexican food 
after fee show (at 2 Amigo's) and since my 
™ ... Chicago, we had some good sleep in actual 

beds and showers before leaving to get it on in Minneapolis, which 
always promises to be a blast of punk rock fun and debauchery. 

Minneapolis, what can we say except it’s 
always a fuckin' blast! This was our 3rd 
year playing there and for fee 3rd time our 
friend Gary (drummer for Misery fee 
crustcore legends) hooked us up wife a 
place to play and stay! Our last 2 years 
playing MN we played at a place called 
The Red Sea (great place, all ages with a 

bar). This year we had a change of venue 
and played at The Urban Wildlife. This 
place is 21+ but it really didn’t seem to 
matter. This place was packed with da' 
punks (it's a small place, .ha ha). In feet, 
looking back, it seems that most of the 
people at the shows in Minneapolis 
have been 21+ anyway (if you judge 
age by how many people have a beer in their hand). 

Anyway, we got there pretty early, so we all went to the bar attached to 
the place and had some beers on fee house and watched fee punks show 
ud. By mistake I smashed a beef glass all over fee bar in fee first 10 

minutes we were there. I raised 
my hands over my head and 
yelled " Tastes like freedom!" 
after Stephanie (Gary's wife) gave 
me a "freedom mint" (breath 
freshener). Then the show started 
and every fuckin' band kicked ass! 
Scorned went first. They're a great 
Minneapolis punk band , straight 
up. Punk as fuck. Then Phalanx 
played kick ass crusty punk, then 
us (oh yeah!). Then Born Dead. 
They rule and were on tour from 
Oakland along with Phalanx. So 
these bands mixed with lots o' beer 
and tons of fun people made for a 

great fucking show. The only scary part was when during our set. Erica, 
in mixing wife the punks in the pit, got yanked off the stage (about 5 feet 
tall) and went flying head first towards the floor. Then, at fee last second 
she pulled some Jackie Chan shit and tucked into a roll and was up and 
dancing around immediately (I think the song was a cover of 
Alcoholiday by Kaaos). Oh yeah, then during fee Born Dead set, some 
guy came over from the bar next door and started a fight. But that was 
squashed pretty fast. Then after the show, without jetting into too much 
detail (in order to protect the innocent) parties ensued! 
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$ at PHiled Canyon 
mmm * insane vistas of red and 
ding inches from the car. I've never 
^ i 0* man they're big. Anyway, the show 
was at a place called The Hurricane Cafe. The bar band area is 2 1 +, Nit 
next to it you can see and hear the show from the all-ages restaurant 
(weird). When we got there. The Escaped (who we met last year and set 
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war-* show, since Hie Escaped were having van FW 
headed back to Portland where we would meet them for w^uuw u» 
next day. But we had to stay and hangout with our old friend Joe (x- 
Toxic Narcotic x-Shitlist) who moved out to Seattle from Boston a few 
years ago. We grabbed way too much beer and headed out to his house 
tp try and drink UaljyWe did a damn good job too! Sure it was daylight 
when we got to$k£jp but ft was a damn good time. Plus it 
land hangout with some of the people from the show 


| feh Paris Theatre is a great all age| place in downtown 

he Escaped again (they^iule!). 
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played with pie 
least 50 people op stage 
One Day War dfispreat 
and gabbing itj^lith the 
€rew...go!). Wprashed at 
till the wee hours of da' morning. 

6/5- So yesterday in Portland, as the show was starting, I 
that our show in Medford at Music Head was cancelled. Th 
moved the show to a place called Evo's in Ashland, OR. Wt 
>W*?at this place was going to be like and didn't even know th 
addte§s, just the stre^name. So today we drove into ASflaa 
allot of noth ing except farms and hills. We were thinking '01 




great, what did we get ourselves into?. Then we get on to "Main Street” 
and things start looking up as we saw a little kid (maybe 5 years old) 
riding down the street on his bike wearing a Neurosis shirt and WOW! 
We’re thinking 'hey, what’s ail of this? So we follow this kid and 
WHAM! We turn the comer and there is Evo's, a little coffee shop 
packed to the brim with punks. The show turned (Hit to be insane fun! 

We played with Barefoot Army, and Gruk Great political punk b ands 
from the Redding/Chico, California area. Then after the show (and free 
Nirrito’s at the coffee shop) Rimbo. who booked the show threw a crazy 
party at her house that went till like 8am. Me and Erica fell asleep on the 

we went to the record store, ha ha..good times-yeah? 

6/6- The drive to Redding mly have been the hottest d 

* * turn on (he heat a couple of times just to 

ig. When we go t into town we stopped a Bully’s 
for Barefoot Army. She’s super cool! H We had a 
“ and then headed to the show. Fve got to 
.it must have been 100 degrees in that place t 
anyone even showed up. % the time the show 
aattatty started the paint was read} to peel off of the walls and the floor 
was actually getting wet from everyone dripping sweat. None the less the 
kids danced for every band and as we played some kid was yelling "Play 
till we can’t stand anymore!^# threwjwater on him. .ha ha . That whole 
show was dedicated to all fflrthe kids there that blew off the prom to go 
to the show (there were 3 proms in town that nMg). Then, continuing 
our drunken’ bombast from lie night before, we ill had a collective "hair 
of the dog" and Buffy threw a party that went all night! Surprise, 
surprise! I can’t believesome of the punks actually had the energy, the 
next day (which was equally hot) to go on a Bikes Not Bombs ride at 
10am, Up the Redding/ChioDpunks!!! They rule! 

6/7- Last year we played Gilman St for the first time. This place is run 
so well. It's a true punk collective and makes the Berkley scene one of 
the best around. They even let kidslvith no money in if they’ll help work 
the show.. .pretty cool. The last time we were there was one of the largest 
shows we've ever played. No wonder, we played with Toxic Narcotic 
(they're huge in California) and Kill Your Idols (on their last west coast 
tour ever, so they say). So needless to say we had no expectations of 
anything that grand this time though. ..but no one was disappointed. A 
whole lot of people came out and it seemed that each band had a 
different sound which added variety (the spice of life). While all of the 
bands were good, I'd say that the hairdo on the singer for the Hellbillies 
(a local punk psychobilly band) stole the show. It was an enormous 
Black and White pompadour mowhawk style thing. Anyway, it was good 
times all around and we were syked to see that a bunch of punks 
remembered us from last year and actually came out to see us. Thanks 
Berkley! 

6/8- On Saturday night at Gilman Street, Mike Thom from Maximum 
Rock N Roll had a distro table at the show and asked us if we wanted to 
have brunch with him and some of the MRR crew. Of course we did! So 
our Sunday morning was spent driving through the city (just past Height 
and A$hbury)and going to hang out at the MRR headquarters! Oh, yeah! 
place . Super well organized, and oh man that T colleetion..4t‘s 
punk and DIY record collection in America! Super cool! So 
anyway.Jake from Filth was suppose to cook us all food but afrer we got I 
the tour of the house/offices and after gabbing it up a bit Jake still had 
not showed up. Mike decided to take matters into his own hands, and he 
cooked us a hell of a brunch! Coffee, tofu scramblers and homefries for 
all! Oh, and lets not forget the biscuits. Around the end of the meal, . 
finally showed up. He said he was sorry he was late and claimed that 
Someone had put a hex on him, fucking up his whole day (it could 
happen). It turned out we were playing with his new band that night 
They’re called "Abandoned” and this was one of their first shows, and 
what a show it was. Mission Records rules! It’s a very small record store 
that is solely dedicated to all things punk! And in the back is a super 
‘ venue. Spraypaint everywhere (including on the couches). 
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and we walk in. What do we see? Absolutely nothing! No people, no 
open games or stores, all of the rides were shut down and all there was, 
was a barren mile of boardwalk. Same thing on the beach, except for 

some beach dwelling lady who asked usfer^hange. Oh so weird It 

turns out, it closed an hour before we got there. Truth is, I think it was 
cooler that way we found it. g r i 't £** * 

6/1 1 - San Diego was farther than we thought and we got tp the show a 
bit late, just as the band before us, The Shitgivitz (they rule!) was going 
on. Skate Heaven is a great place! It's like something outofa good/bad 
punk rock 80's movie, we played our set standing in between 2 large 
skate ramps. Plus, behind the pit area was another full ramp/skate area 
and yes, in addition to a really crazy pit, people were skating on all of 
the ramps the whole time. It was fucking great, even a little distracting 
when part of you wants to eheck out the ill shit that some of the skaters 
were doing. Great fucking s^ow! V iva San Diego punkst Then after the 
show we partied over at Shongotsids place, yeah. The only fucked up 
thing was what was going on in the neighborhood Skate Heaven was in. 
There is a shelter less than a block away, that was apparently full 
because there were people camping out for at least a 2 block radius 
around the place (with no tents, |f you catch my drift). Anyway, we saw 
a bunch of different cops picking people up and dropping them off. 
Weird! |§ / < l| g| * ^ 

6/12 - (Unexpected Development at Jugheacfs) What I forgot to say 
earlier was that when we were leaving California, I talked to the guys in 
Violent Reason, who were suppose to be hooking us up with a show in 


Phoenix. They said that the place closed down and wasn’t having a 
show. Well that sucked! Especially because we had to drive right 
through Phoenix for our Friday show. So in San Francisco I used Bev’s 
computer and wrote down the numbers of any club 1 could find in the 
Phoenix area that looked like they would have punk shows. Since die 
show was just 2 days away|l didn’t expect to find a show to sneak onto 
(especially since we've never played there before) but cm the third call 
the conversation went like this: Me- Whafs going on on Thursday? 
Them- It's punk night. Me- Cool! How many bands? Iton- There were 
five but one cancelled. Me- Well I'm in a band and I'll take their 
place.. and BOOM! We had a show at fughead's. The only thing was that 
when we got to "punk night", there wete no punk bands at all. Sure there 
were people there, but it was all jock rpc altemo-crap. The only punk 
in the place was the door guy . Ha Ha. feut we got free pizza and free 
beer! We also met some interesting people. But next time we play with 
the punk rock door guys band. 

6/13 - Viva El Paso! Me Gusta Muchof El Paso is more like a little sliver 
of Mexico than a part of Texas, In feet, Juarez is just a few hundred 
yards across the bridge* It was really cool ! We got to the show really 
early (as we found out). The place looked like it had been closed for a 
month. It had a great sign that said the name of the place "The Peanut 
Gallery" and even had a marquee that said The Profits", except the o 
was a O and the I was a 1 ...fucking awesome! We parked in the vacant 
lot out back. I called the club and got a “phone out of service". Then I 
called the "promoter" (who never showed up), and got another "out of 


packed beyond capacity with punks, no stage, a crowd that is political 
and thoughtful (but doesn't take themselves so seriously) and is ready to 
have a damn good time. No fuckin rules! And just hot and sweaty 
enough for everyone to be one step from passing out.. .oh, and a bit of 
both legal and derange drinking doesn't hurt either. I must say, while it 
wasn’t the biggest, this was one of the best shows on tour f maybe even 
ever! After leaving the show I couldn't wait to play there again, until 
someone told me that Mission Records was closing at the end of 
July... how sad! That place is a gem, a mecca of punk, a gambit of fun! 
To top off such a great day, we went to one fo the best bars Fve ever 


IfcfiZDFtr* 

been 

to( I thought so when we were 
there last year, and nothing changed). The place is 


CAREER SOLDIERS 
CoH 7’R a n aH® 


they have a kick ass jukebox, great food, a 
games. And you can smoke as much weed as 
porch! I even saw a guy with a bong! Plus about 50 people came came 
back us after the show. Including a bunch of the MRR 

crew, Jake Filtfr and Abandon, a bunch of our Boston friends Wftc 
relocated to (Bev, Gabe, Dave, Erik, LilrScttf ; Sbtnfe' other pul 
from the show and even some kid from Baltimore that remembered us 
from The Side Bar (go figure). "Oh what a time to be a punk!" 

6/9- ADANfl BIRTHDAYIN SAN FRANCISCO!!!! Too much to say! 
Sight Seeing-klcatraz- Bars- Height Street-Beach. It was a Monday 
off and Bev threw me such a party at her place. Beers and BBQ...very 

foggy but I’m sure we all hadf 
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good time! Someonebroke the toilet with puke and 
$hit. When I woke up I had to pee so bad. I walked into the bathroom 
and came clos|ito ||iking myself from the smell and sight of it... I peed 
outside. Ha 

6/10 - We got on the road from SF to head toward LA/ San Diego and 
we thought it would be fun to stop in Santa Cruz. You know rides, 
games mid the beach and, nofto mention, where the vampires from The 
Lost Boys hang out. So we drWt into the parking area outside the gates 
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every yard was overninlvith tropical plants, ffowefsof all fftfforent 
types and ferns as tall as your \yaist. It’s no wonder because New Orleans 
was one of the most hot been. It was like a 
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last few years. Who knew? This was only their 10th or 1 1th show. I though it was damn cool that after so little time as a band they just decided to just 
go on tour, .that takes balls! Very cool! They were good too! The other band that played were called Antarctica VS The World. They had kind of a 
goth thing going on (not uncommon in New Orleans) including blood capsules, black clothes and free paint, devil horns and songs about monster 
movies. Ha Ha. All in all the show was a good one. Being Monday I wouldn't have expected more. Plus the bands get free beers all night and that 
ever hurts the situation eh? 

We had the next day, Tuesday, off and I couldn't think of a much better place to have it than New Orleans. Obviously, we took the French 
Quarter/Bourbon St tour, drank frozen Hurricanes (a local tourist favorite), beers and shots in the street! Yes, you can drink anywhere there. They 
even have drive through Daiquiri stands. We had fun and made some nice hangovers for our drive the next day. Good times! 

6/18- 1 never expected to be playing a kick ass show in Alabama of all places. In fact, this show wasn't even on our tour schedule until a week before 
the show, ft turned out that our Nashville show fell through due to some miscommunication. After talking to some friends of friends (including a guy 
we met in Columbus, OH at our first show who knew the kid that was suppose to be hooking us up with the show in Nashville) we found this show at 
the Hot Spot in Huntsville, AL. It was with The Mini-skirt Rebels, Public Offense and as a pleasant surprise, with our friends A Global Threat from 
Boston..yeah. The show was great! It was outside on the back deck of the bar. The 'bout 100 kids that danced for every band made the show a blast! 
We were super thankful for them letting us jump on the bill on such short notice. After the show the Public Offense crew had a party at their 
apartment, Natural Light for all! We couldn't stay long though, we had a long drive to the next show in MO. So we got on the road. Thanks for the 
fun Huntsville 

6/19- Our St Louis show was set up by our friend Brandon who use to sing for a great band called Very Metal, now defunct, which is too bad cause 
we were hoping to play with then again. The Lemp Art Center is a small studio, or should I say, empty room....I didn't see much art there and 
unfortunately the crowd was pretty scarce. But the people who did show up were cool, and the bands were good..well, at least the local bands were 
good (The Pubes and The Reverends). The other 2 outta town bands were, get this... .Christian hardcore! Thafs right! Christian Hardcore. How 
lame...not just because of their faith (though that’s bad enough) but the music sucked and the bands were annoying hahaha. They even had a little 
prayer circle before their set. And during their set during their set they encouraged people to go to their table and talk to them about their beliefs 
(gimme a break) and anyway, it gave us something to laugh about. We crashed at Brandon's place that night. Pretty mellow. We drank some beers 

and whiskey, thanks Brandon! . , 

6/2fi- Our Lexington show was another show that was booked while on the road, about a week before the show date. It turned out it was going to be a 
house party! Yeah! We love house parties. The show was fun with a nice group of local punks that showed up. But it wasn't quite what we expected 
when we think "house party". As we followed the directions to the place the route seemed normal enough until we turned off the mam drag onto the 
residential area. The houses just got bigger and bigger and the yards grew into small fields. Left on Wealthy St., right on Rich ave., left on Gluttony 
Blvd., right on Over The Top Elite Lane. Then we got onto our last street and at the end of the huge cul-de-sac was the house our show was in. A 
towering white monstrosity with a driveway as long as the street 1 live on in Allston. It turned out that the parents were there too, and with a basement 
full go underage kids, that meant the beer had to stay in the van, ha ha. The show was allot of fun though. 2 local punk bands played before us and 
they were pretty good. The basement was super nice. It was about as big as my apartment, ha! And Radi, the girl who booked the show, made us the 
best veggie sloppy Toe's I've ever had.. .YUMMY! Our next show (and last show) was the next day in Baltimore, MD. That’s about 13 hours from 
Lexington. So we left town that night and treated ourselves to a Motel 6 in the super foggy Appalachian Mountains of West Virginia. 

6/21- 1 can't think of a better way that we could have finished up or tour than with the show we played at the Slaughter house in Baltimore, MD. 
Everytime we've played this town it's been a great show. But this show was even better than any of them, and definitely it was even better than any of 
them, and definitely it was up on the top of of the list of most fun shows on tour. It was set up by our friend Lexa and she did a hell of a job! When 
we pulled up at about 5 pm, it was clear the party had already started. There was a gaggle of punk drinking on the stoop out front. We knew a few of 
these guys and they let us know that there was plenty of beer and BBQ out back... .oh yeah! It was already a good time. So we went out to the back 
through the punk infested house and drank brew, ate veggie dogs and blabbed it up with our old and new friends for a while before the first band 
started. Eventually we heard the feedback from an amp and we all started to filter downstairs for the show. It was good timing too, because it started 
to rain. Hie first band was called Crab Mallots and they rocked! Plus, from the moment we walked into the basement we knew it was going to be a 

kick ass show! It was one of those cramped, overpacked with punks, sweaty, drunken atmosphere’s we love so well with just enough room for a 

circle pit, oh yeah! The second band was 2am Revolution. We were suppose to play with them like 6 months ago at the Bloodshet (a defunct 
squat/collective in Baltimore) but for some reason they couldn't make it. I had head they were great and we were psyched to be playing with them 
finally. They were even better than I expected. Kick ass aggressive female lead vocals, very crusty fast and loud. Good shit! We played 3rd and Fm 
happy to say the place went ape shit when we started to play. With all the kids singing into our mic's , we barely had to song any back up s at all. In 
fact, with all of the people up front, we barely had room to even play! It was fuckin' great! After our 2nd to last song, the cops pulled up out front. 
Everybody could see 'em through the little basement window above the drum set At that point everybody sort of paused and me and Erica asked 
"Should we play another song or what?". It was a unanimous YES! So we did... Violent Fringe (I think) and during the tune that little pops open and 
hits Rich right in the back of the head. The music stops, we turn around and there is the pigs head sticking right through the little window. I realize 
that he's looking right at me and he says "Young man, if you play one more note you're coming with me...shows over." Then he shut the window and 
turn around. Now I had a nice buzz going on and was standing on stage in front of a party full of punks. So I did the only thing 1 could do...I hit one 
mean power chord! Then the window pops open and the guy says "We're calling the paddy wagon" His ruse seemed to work. No paddy wagon ever 
came, but a handful of punks did leave. To bad f or them because after the cops left, the party started right back up again. There were no more bands 
to play but, there was plenty of beer, plenty of weed, and plenty of cool people to hang out with. We set up our merch. on the kitchen table. It being 
our last show on tour, we had a "Profits Blowout Sale!" and sold most of our shit for next to nothing and more often than not we just gave stuff away. 
We were having a blast. Thanks Lexa! Thanks Baltimore! 

So after a while we decided we were going to take tour full circle and head back to New Y ork that night and stay at Hope and Martin s where we 
spent our first night on tour. Right back where we started! So we left Baltimore at like 11pm and got to Brooklyn, NY at about 3am where we en 
the night with some Brooklyn Lager and good times with Hope and Martian. A fitting end to a great day. Making 4 more hangovers for our drive 
back to Boston and the end of The Profits US Atrocity Tour ’03’! What a trip! 

Check Out The Profits at 
vrwv.TheProfits.org 
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9/9- YOU COULD TECHNICALLY CULL THI^ SHOW THE START OF OUR TOUR. EVEN THOUGH WE WONT PLAY UNTIL SUNDAY NIGHT IN NYC. WE PLAYED FIRST AND 
THINGS SOUNDED PPETTY GOOD. THE SOUND GUY WHS PUSHING US TO STRUT PLOYING AND WE WERE FORCED TO CUT OUP SET BY RBOUT 10 MINUTES. NOW. I'M NO 
POCK STRP RND I DON'T HAVE H POCK STRP EGO, BUT IT'S SO ANNOYING TO HAVE SOMEONE SAY "TAKE YOUP TIME" ONE MINUTE. THEN S MINUTES LATEP THEY APE 
WONDEPING WHY WE DIDN'T START HALF AN HOUR BEFORE. WHATEVER. THE HEADLINING BAND WAS DRUG WAP, WHO FEATURES DAVE TREE ON VOCALS AND 
ZEPHAN COURTNEY OF STOMPBOY FAME. DAVE. WHO I'VE MET A NUMBER OF TIMES OVER THE LAST 9 YEARS. IS SUCH A GENUINE NICE GUY. HE'S ALSO BEEN A HUGE 
SUPPORTER OF LOCAL BANDS AND MADE BIG EFFORTS TO INCLUDE LOCAL PUNK AND ROCK BANDS IN THE BRIEF SUCCESS THEY HAD. ZEPHAN AND I TALKED ABOUT 
HOW STOMPBOY WAS ABOUT S YEARS AHEAD OF THEIR TIME. I FOUND IT STRANGE THAT HERE WAS A GUY WHO WAS PLAYING A SMALL LOCAL SHOW. BUT HAD 
STOMPBOY PUT OUT "STRESS" / FIRST FULL-LENGTH ON SOR'D IN 2000 OR 200L YOU WOULD PROBABLY SEE THEM IN ROLLING STONE OR MTV. NOT THAT THOSE ARE 
THINGS I WOULD WANT. IT JUST SEEMS IRONIC TO ME. TOMORROW IS MY BIRTHDAY AND I'M NOT TOO PSYCHED ABOUT IT. 

9 / 9 - LEAVING HOME TODAY WAS PRETTY TOUGH. I’M ONLY LEAVING FOR 10 DAYS BUT I KNOW I'M GOING TO MISS MY KIDS AND MY WIFE ALLOT. I2:00PM-WE HAD 
LOTS OP PROBLEMS WITH OUR RENTAL THIS MORNING WHICH LED TO US LEAVING MUCH LATER THAN WE WANTED TO. WE'RE STOPPING OFF IN DANBURY. CT AT 
DAVE’S COUP DRUMMER) IN-LAWS PLACE. THEN WE'RE HEADING TO NYC TO START FLYERING AND TRYING TO SELL SOME RECORDS TO LOCAL SHOPS. S:30PM- WHERE 
ARE ALL THE FUCKING RECORD STORES?!!? I LOVE THIS CITY. BUT I LOOK AT IT THE WAY I LOOK AT THE INTERNET; TONS OF COOL SHIT EVERYWHERE. BUT ONCE 
YOU GET THERE YOU HAVE NO CLUE WHERE TO GO. 9:00PM- AFTER WALKING AROUND FOR 3 HOURS WE DECIDE TO CALL IT A DAY. I DECIDED TO MEET UP WITH MY 
FRIENDS LUKE. AND THE GUYS HEADED BACK TO CONN. LUKE AND I SPENT THE NEYT H HOURS TALKING ABOUT MUSIC. RELATIONSHIPS AND THE TRANSVESTITE BAR ON 
ST. MARKS PLACE I SHOULD CHECK OUT. BIRTHDAYS ARE OVER RATED. 

9/10- 1:00PM- AFTER SPENDING THE NIGHT IN BAY RIDGE BROOKLYN. I DECIDED TO HEAD BACK TO MANHATTAN TO WONDER AIMLESSLY FOR HOURS UNTIL OUR SHOW 
AT DESMONDS. S:OOPM - 1 HAVE WALKED FOR HOURS AND I COULDN'T DISTINGUISH ONE STREET FROM ANOTHER. I WAS ABLE TO FIND THE TRANSVESTITE BAR THAT 
LUKE TOLD ME ABOUT BUT I THINK TRANSVESTITES HAVE SUNDAY OFF BECAUSE THE PEOPLE WORKING AT THIS PLACE WERE DEFINITELY FEMALE. WHAT DOES A 
GUY HAVE TO DO TO FIND A GOOD TRANSSEXUAL BAR IN THIS CITY?!? G:30PM- 1 ARRIVE VERY EARLY AT DESMONDS FOR FEAR OF GETTING COMPLETELY LOST. OUR 
BARTENDER. BRIAN. LOOKS SO MUCH LIKE AUSTIN POWERS. I LAUGHED OUT LOUD THINKING IT WAS A LIKE. NO JOKING AROUND HERE. BRIAN IS A DUBLIN TRANSPLANT 
WHO HAS AN AFFINITY FOR CALLING PEOPLE WANKERS. AND WE SPEND THE NEXT HOUR AND A HALF MAKING FUN OF PEOPLE IN THE BAR. OH YEAH. THE CLUB 
DOESN'T HAVE ANY OF THE POSTERS WE SENT THEM. SO WITH THE EXCEPTION OF MY FRIEND LUKE AND HIS ROOMMATE. I EXPECT NO ONE TO SHOW UP TONIGHT. 
9:30PM- JOHN AND DAVE ARRIVED ABOUT 20 MINUTES AGO AND NOW I AM TAKING A COPY OF THE POSTERS TO A KINKO'S SO I CAN RUN AROUND ST. MARKS FOR THE 
NEXT HOUR TRYING TO FLYER THE FUCK OUT OF THE SHOW. BEST CASE SCENARIO WE WILL HAVE 10 PEOPLE AT THE SHOW. 10:00PM- THERE’S 10 MILLION PEOPLE 
IN THIS CITY AND I MANAGE TO FIND AN EX-GIRLFRIEND WHILE I AM FLYERING. SHE TELLS ME SHE'S GOING TO COME TO THE SHOW BUT I DON'T REALLY BELIEVE HER. 
10:30PM- S PEOPLE HAVE COME OUT TO SEE US AND ONE OF THEM IS MY EX. KNOCK ME OVER WITH A FEATHER. 12:00AM- SHOW WENT WELL PLAYING WISE. BUT 
ODIOUSLY IT WOULD BE BETTER TO PLAY TO MORE THAN S PEOPLE. BRIAN TOLD US WE ARE INVITED BACK ANYTIME AND CONSIDERING THEY GAVE US FREE BEER 
AND ALL THE DOOR MONEY /*?S). WE WILL DEFINITELY TAKE THEM UP ON THE OFFER. 

9/11- WE WERE SUPPOSE TO PLAY AN IN-STORE AT O-HUT IN AKRON BUT THEY PUSSED OUT SO NOW WE ARE PLAYING THE MONDO BIZARRO RADIO SHOW HOSTED BY 
OUR GOOD FRIEND DOUG WOECY FOR A TOUR THAT'S ONLY 10 DAYS LONG. WE HAVE DEALT WITH SO MANY FLAKES AND ASSHOLES WE COULD'VE WRITTEN ANOTHER 

DIARY ABOUT HOW MUCH OF A NIGHTMARE BOOKING IT WAS. VIRTUALLY EVERY SHOW WE ARE 
PLAYING ON TOUR WE GOT AFTER THE FIRST. SECOND OR THIRD SHOW WE HAD PLANNED. FELL 
THROUGH. THE RADIO SHOW WENT OFF WITHOUT A HITCH. DOUG IS ONE OF THE COOLEST GUYS 
EVER. YOU CAN TALK ABOUT ANY TYPE OF MUSIC AND HE KNOWS ABOUT THE MOST OBSCURE 
BAND FROM WHATEVER GENRE. WE WENT OUT FOR PIZZA AND TALKED ABOUT THE REAL KIDS. 
DINOSAUR JR.. AND DEEP WOUND. DOUG ALSO HELPED US OUT BY BEING THE GO-BETWEEN FOR S 
LOCAL RECORD SHOPS AND TOOK A WHOLE BUNCH OF 7" AND CD'S OFF OF OUR HANDS. ALL HAH. 
THE ROCKIN'EST GRANDPA EVER!!!! DOUGS HOUSE IS BEING RE-MODELED SO WE HAVE NO PLACE 
TO CRASH. WE DECIDE TO START DRIVING TOWARDS BALTIMORE COUR NEXT SHOW) AND FIND A 
HOTEL. BEING PENNYWISE AND POUND FOOLISH. WE SETTLE FOR A HOTEL THAT WAS...LETS 
JUST SAY. LESS THAN DESIRABLE. YOU KNOW. THE HOURLY HOTELS. WE DECIDE TO SLEEP WITH 
THE LIGHTS ON TO AVOID BEING ROBBED. 

9/12- AFTER SPENDING AN EVENING IN "HOTEL SEEDY". WE FOREGO SHOWERS FOR FEAR OF 
POTENTIAL STAFF INFECTION. LOVELY BALTIMORE. IT REMINDS ME OF CHELSEA. AFTER DRIVING 
AROUND FOR A WHILE WE COME UPON REPTILIAN RECORDS. VERY COOL STORE. WITH A VERY 
COOL OWNER WHO APPARENTLY NOT ONLY KNEW OF US. BUT ALSO OWNED A RARE COPY OF 
The FIRST LP. ACES. 9:30PM- THE ALPHABET BOMBERS. WHO WERE BOOKED TO OPEN FOR US. 
HAD TO BAIL ON THE SHOW WHICH SUCKS BECAUSE THEY WERE THE ONLY BAND ON THE BILL 
THAT WAS LOCAL. GO FOR BROKE. A BOSTON BASED SKA-PUNK BAND. WERE ADDED TO THE BILL 
LAST MINUTE. I'M REALLY NOT A SKA FAN BUT I WILL BE THE FIRST TO TELL YOU THAT THESE 
GUYS WERE REALLY GOOD. THEY HAD A GREAT ATTITUDE TOWARDS PLAYING TO THE H PEOPLE 
IN ATTENDANCE /WHICH WE ACCOUNTED FOR 3 OF THE H). ALL FANS OF LESS THAN JAKE AND 
AGAINST ALL AUTHORITY TAKE NOTE. EVEN THOUGH GO FOR BROKE HAD AN II HOUR DRIVE TO 
ATLANTA THAT NIGHT. THEY STILL MADE SURE TO STICK AROUND FOR OUR ENTIRE SET. WHICH 
WE GREATLY APPRECIATED. UNFORTUNATELY. ONE OF THE GUYS WHO I ASKED TO TAKE SOME 
PICTURES WITH THE DISPOSABLE CAMERA LEFT WITH IT. FUCKER. WE PLAYED OUR ASSES OFF 
AND TRIED TO MAKE IT AS FUN AS POSSIBLE FOR US AND THE FEW PEOPLE THERE. WE MADE *20 
AND SPENT THE NIGHT AT HOLLYWOOD'S /ALPHABET BOMBERS) APARTMENT. 

9/12- IO:HSAM- WE MADE A FAILED ATTEMPT AT FINDING THE DISCHQRD HOUSE. BUT NOT HAVING A 
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THE GUY WHO SET UP THE SHOW ASKS ME IF WE’RE WILLING TO PLAY. I'M PPUNK HNP I 
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SLEEP HNP I'M THINKING 'ITS ABOUT 2.-30HM. THERE IS NO WHY THIS KIP IS GOING TO GET ISHr 

ANYONE TO COME OUT HERE. WELL THIS PUPE STHPTS PUNNING HPOUNP TO EVERY STREET ffBEr 

BANGING ON PEOPLES POOPS TELLING THEM THHT A SURF PHNP FROM POSTON IS PLAYING WF 

HNP TO GET OVER THERE ASHP. SOON THERE APE ABOUT 20 PEOPLE AT THE HOUSE I NOW C 

HAVE THE UNPLEASANT TASK OF WAKING UP THE GUYS TO TELL THEM THAT WE HAVE A 
SHOW ...RIGHT NOW! JOHN IS SO PISSEP OFF HNP STARTS SCREAMING AT ME TELLING ME THAT 
HE POESN'T WANT TO HEHP MY VOICE BECAUSE ITS ONLY MAKING HIM MOPE PISSEP. PAVE IS 
H WHOLE LOT MOPE EHSY GOING HPOUT IT. I'M STILL PRETTY NERVOUS THAT IF THINGS 
PON'T GO OVER WELL. THAT THEY'RE GOING TO PE PISSEP AT ME FOP THE PEST OF THE 

TOUR. WE LOAP IN AT 3:30AM ANP START THE SHOW. LATER .THE SHOW ACTUALLY WENT 

UNBELIEVABLY WELL. ONE OF THE FPHT PESIPENTS COLLECTEP MONEY AT THE POOP ANP 
ALTHOUGH SOME REALLY CHEAP FUCKS PECIPEP *3 WAS "TOO MUCH" ANP SPLIT. ABOUT IS 
PEOPLE STAYEP ANP WE POCKEP THEIP ASSES. AFTER WE BROKE EVERYTHING POWN. A * 

BUNCH OF US PECIPEP TO JUMP THE FENCE AT A LOCAL APRPTMENT COMPLEX FOP A LITTLE 

LATE NIGHT /MORNING) SWIM. ALL IN ALL. EVERYTHING WOPKEP OUT AWESOME. OH. ANP 

THE SECONPPISPOSABLECHMEPA WE HAP GOTTEN GOT LOST LAST NIGHT 

O/IH- 9:00AM- 1 HAVEN'T SLEPT AT ALL ANP I'M FEELING PELIPIOUS. WE LOAP OUT ANP 

JOHN TELLS ME THAT HE'S SOPPY FOP ACTING THE WHY HE PIP. I THINK HE UNPEPSTOOP ***. 

THHT I ONLY PIP IT BECAUSE WITH THE EXCEPTION OF PITTSBURGH, TOUR HAS BEEN *31^ * 

BOPPEPLINE PISHSTPOUS FINANCIALLY SO TO PLAY H SHOW FOP SOME COLLEGE KIPS AT 
HAM IS BETTER THAN NO SHOW AT ALL. WE SHY GOOPBYE HNP START OUT TOWAPPS 
CHICAGO. WITHIN 10 MINUTES AFTER LEAVING I FALL INTO A COMA LIKE SLEEP. 2:00PM- WE 
HAVE APPIVEP IN CHICAGO ANP APE WANPEPING RPOUNP LOOKING FOP PECOPP STORES. THIS 
IS MY FIRST TIME IN CHICAGO ANP I'VE BEEN LOOKING FORWHPP TO THIS SHOW THE MOST. WE'RE 
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PLAYING WITH H PEAPRLOT COVER BANP ANP H PSYHOBILLY BANP CALLEP PLHN 9 FROM OUTERSPACE. WITH THE WISH MASH OF BANPS WE'VE BEEN PLHYING WITH. 
THIS EHOW SEEMS TO BE THE BEST FIT FOP US. 9:30PM- APPARENTLY THERE ARE SOME PLAIN CLOTHES POLICE OFFICERS TELLING THE BAR OWNER THAT 
ALTHOUGH HIS LICENSE ALLOWS HIW TO HAVE LIVE WUSIC. IT POESN'T ALLOW HIW TO CHARGE A COVER. WHICH BESIPES BEING A TOTALLY FUCKING STUPIP LAW. IT 
MEANS WFRE GOING TO RELY VERY HEAVILY ON PEOPLE BUYING KERCH FROM US.COLLECTIVLY WE PECIPE TO BEG FOR MONEY FROM THE CROWP ANP PASS 
AROUNP A HAT. ???? AM- THIS SHOW WENT AWESOME. THE PEAPBLOT COVER BANP WAS PEAP ON. JOHN WENT UP ANP SANG "BILLY'S PEAP". HE FORGOT THE 
LYRICS AT ONE POINT BUT NO ONE KNEW IT BECAUSE WHO EVEN KNOWS WHO PEAPBOLT IS? WE GOT UP BNP PLAYEP A SOUP STANP A LOT OF PEOPLE CAME UP 
TO US BNP SAIP THAT THEY HAP SO MUCH FUN. BEST COMPLIMENT OF THE NIGHT: "I COULPN'T STOP SMILING. NOW MY FACE HURTS." OUR NEW FRIENPS PLAN 9 
DFROM OUTERSPACED CAME ON AFTER US ANP RIPPEP IT UP. HIGH OCTANE PSYCHOBILLY WITH SOME COOL COVERS OF "130" ANP "BLITZKRIEG BOP". JUST TO BE A 
WISEBSS I YELLEP OUT "FREEBIRP" ANP I SHIT YOU NOT. THEY WENT RIGHT INTO A WAY PUNKEP OUT VERSION OF IT THAT BLEW THE POORS OFF OF THE PLACE. 
THESE GUYS RULE ANP I HOPE THEY COME TO BOSTON SOON. OVER ALL IT WAS A VERY SUCCESSFUL NIGHT. WE HAP A GREAT SHOW. MAPE SOME AWESOME NEW 
FRIENPS ANP MAPE SOME PECENT MONEY TO BOOT. FUCK CLEVELAND CHICAGO ROCKS! 


9/15- WE PROVE ALL NIGHT TO GET OUT TO CANTON, OHIO SO WE COULP GET SOME FREE TATTOOS PONE COURTESY OF KIRK KITZMHNffl PROFESSIONAL TATTOO. 
PAVE WAS FEELING A LITTLE SICK ANP PECIPEP TO PASS ON GETTING INKEP SO JOHN ANP I LEFT PAVE AT THE HOTEL ANP WENT OURSELVES. KIRK IS A SUPER NICE 
GUY ANP PI A GREAT JOB TATTOOING A BANP OF KFC COLONEL HEAPS AROUNP JOHN'S ANKLE. HE FINISHEP UP A TATTOO I HAVE ON MY CHEST ANP I WAS STOKEP. 



^r‘iw*v 


10:30PM- OUR SHOW TONIGHT IS IN YOUNGSTOWN. OHIO WHICH 

COULP OUITE POSSIBLY BE THE CREEPIEST PLACE I'VE EVER BEEN. PRIVING INTO TOWN IT SEEMS TO BE FAIRLY INPUSTRY BASEP BUT THE STREETS ARE EERILY 
EMPTY. WE PROVE AROUNP FOR ABOUT ZO MINUTES LOOKING FOR A CONVINCE STORE ANP WE SAY A TOTAL OF 10 PEOPLE. WHEN WE'P PRIVE BY THEM THEY 
WOULP STARE AT US AS THOUGH WE WERE ZOMBIES. WHAT A GREA T PLACE FOR PUNK ROCK! WE ARE APPARENTLY GOING ON AROUNP MIPNIGHT SO AS TO PLAY TO 
THE!*? peak CROWP. BY PEAK I MEAN THAT THE NUMBER OF BAR PATRONS WILL BALLOON UP TO AROUNP 10-IS PEOPLE. NONE OF WHICH ARE RESIPENTS OF 
YOUNGSTOWN. L30AM- WOW. THAT SUCKEP. THANKFULLY OUR GOOP FRIENPS TOBY ANP VAL CAME OUT ANP MAPE THINGS FUN FOR US. NUMBER OF PEOPLE IN THE 
BAR BEFORE WE STARTS. NUMBER OF PEOPLE WHEN WE START.-I3. NUMBER OF PEOPLE AFTER 3 S0NGS.-7. NUMBER OF TIMES MY AMP ACTEP LIKE A P0UCHEBAG.-37. 
WE COLLECTIVELY AGREEP TO LEAVE YOUNGSTOWN IMMEPIATELY BEFORE THE LOCAL ZOMBIES PECIPEP TO FEST ON OUR BRAINS. SfPE NOTE: IF YOU ARE IN A 
PUNK OR SURF BANP THAT PLAYS IN BARS, MAKE SURE TO TELL THE PROMOTER NOT TO HIRE A SOUNP GUY. THEY ARE ONLY TAKING YOUR MONEY. ANP UNLESS YOU 
PLAY IN PREAM THEATRE. YOU PON'T NEEP ONE. OUR SOUNP GUY MAPE USO ANP WE MAPE *IO....ANP WE PIPN’T SOUNP LIKE PREAM THEATRE. 

9/IG- THIS IS THE LAST PAY OF TOUR. I’M BUMMEP ANP EYCITEP AT THE SAME TIME. BESIPES MY OCCASIONAL NEGATIVE OUTLOOK ON THINGS. IVE HAP A BLAST 
EVERYPAY. THE TOUGHEST PART HAS BEEN NOT SEEING MY KIPS. I KNEW THAT I WOULP MISS THEM A LITTLE BIT. BUT AT THIS POINT I'M MISSING THEM LIKE CRAZY. 
TONIGHT WE PLAY IN ALBANY. NY WITH A BANP CALLEP UMMMM.... I GUESS THEY'RE A GARAGE ROCK BANP ANP THAT'S A TERM THAT HAS TROUBLEP ME THE PAST 
YEAR OR SO. IT APPEARS THAT GARAGE IS THE NEW "GRUNGE" ANP REALLY WHAT PEFINITELY MAKES IT "GARAGE ROCK?" I WOULP THINK THAT A LO FIPELITY 
RECORPING ANP CRAPPY INSTRUMENTS MAKE IT "GARAGE ROCK". BONUS LIKE THE HIVES OR THE WHITE STRIPES HAVE NEITHER. SO I'M SKEPTICAL OF WHAT THESE 

GUYS WILL SOUNP LIKE LATER THE UMMMMMM... KICKEP ASS! LO IF SOUNP ANP ALLOT OF OBSCURE COVERS OF GO'S GARAGE BANPS INCLUPING A COVER OF THE 

REMAINS! WE PLAYEP OUR SET TO ABOUT ZO OR SO PEOPLE. THE CROWP ISN'T TOO LIVELY BUT IT FELT GREAT ANYWAY. I THINK I JUST WANTEP TO ENP ON A HIGH 
NOTE BY PLAYING MY ASS OFF WE WERE ABLE TO SELL A FEW RECORPS BUT WE NEEP TO SELL A FEW MORE IN ORPER TO BREAK EVEN FOR TOUR. HOW MANY YOU 
ASK? WELL TAKING INTO ACCOUNT THE MONEY WE PROPPEP POWN TO PUT OUT OUR 7". THE MONEY WE PUT POWN FOR T-SHIRTS ANP THE MONEY FOR THE VAN 
RENTAL WE ONLY NEEP TO SELL H97 MORE 7". MISSEP IT BY fUSE YOUR FINGERS TO MAKE THE UNIVERSAL SYMBOL FOR SMALL) THAT MUCH. 




The Virus (aka Team V. the W} 
Vocals- JASPCP (AM (APTAIlv MAKHIP, SPtP, OViOil, OViO, Vid) 
Drums- JAPPOP (AM &id v), 010 /AAtv WiivTtP, OPOO) 

Gw/7ar- A\iKC (AM AdlHOPttK, MG A\iKC) 

Guitar- JOSH (AM UTIU V *7) 

Bass- PPtw (AM SUAZtSTACKS, STACKS, STICK STICKS H'ST 
MAGlvCT) 

Roadie/Tour Manager- OOCIO (AKA P00CI0PS) 


Blind Society (aka B.S.) 
Vocals- &IA)SC (AM GOlPCtv (AGIO 
Vocals- (HPiS (AM &IACK TAlCOlv) 

Guitar- PAtv (AKA STAP Of PAViP, S-O.D.. THt STAP) 

Bass- MATT (AKA (HttCH) 

Drums- J0(v (AKA AlvGPV &IACK JOtv, A.&.J., AlvdPV &IACK) 
Roadie- &PtivPAiv (AM HOC, L0P0 BOG, LOPP LAa\AP) 



7 fy- Day i Sk at e Dark Western Mass 

'The show was pretty decent. Sr all turnout but that’s what we assured. It was a good way to try Jasper out and to warr up. 
?irst show... in 9 months! So aside from the 07 traffic and the dumb sun burn Mike got (only on his left arm) it was a good 
day!-Mike 

7 / r >- Day 9 SI N'Gee New London, 07 "Ru'io The Stowaway” 

I went to this show to play 'or State Control. Upon arrival I find out that the Virus' roadie #1 Christian has quit. Sore 
weasel! ng -commences. There is a pretty small turnout and the touring bands are finding out...more and more each day, that 
promoters don’t believe in flyers. State Control plays pretty well despite the obvious handicap of being fronted by fared 
internerds Steve Quix and Raging Rick. Blind Society goes on and steals sore souls as usual, then the Virus, who, are still 
tightening up and learning lyrics. Sore beers are drank, sore rerch is sold. At the end of the show yours truly. Rooftop, 
hops into the spacious but cozy Virus van with nothing but the clothes on ry back, x gave Steve Quix Mike Authority s 
address to ship ry stuff to. My life is in the hands of a 24 year old alcoholic.-Rufio 

.7/6- Day 6 Valentines Albany, NY "Things are Looking Up" 

.We get to the club a bit early and kill sore tire with a bit o' Tape Ball Home run Derby and ice -cold lemonade. Blaze (Blind 
Society) takes the win with Y powerful dingers. Doors open and Ted , the best promoter ever, hooks it up with pizza and beer. 
The S.D.S’s start to line up and oile in. Sore opening bands play. Cne doing a rousing rendition of the Unseen’s "So This is 
Rreedor". As we were heading to the border that night, it really made re think about how 'ree I am living here in America. 
Blind Society tore it apart adding to their steadily growing bag of souls. Angry Black John wows the crowd with an 
impressive feat of drumming intensity. The Virus go on and own this upstate crowd. Mike Authority lives up to his name by 
taking charge and stopping a fight in the crowd. Then the night’s headliners. The River City Rebels, play. Featuring all the 
usual instruments plus a keyboard, a sax, and a rusty trombone. Cutside Mike and Jasper both indulge in sweet rake-out 
sessions with a couple of the local grade schoolers. As we pull away, Jasper’s girl shows us her giant boob.-Ru'io 
7/7- Day 7 "Border Patrol" 

The long, drive 'ror Albany brings us up to Niagara Palls around 6am. Blind Society rings us up on the walkie-talkie to let 
us know that they successfully cheated Canada. They made it across the border without paying the $4*30 working 'ee. We get 

the bright idea to do the same. A van searched and 6 cavity searches later, we are across scott free. We take in the scenic 

falls for a bit and check into a hotel.-Rufio 

7/7- Cf ' Duty Barrie Ontario, Canada "Go-Go Dancers Have Peelings Too" 

Today I finally get to hit a Wal-Mart. Socks, Underwear and toiletries. Thanks to sore hand-me-downs (pants fror Jarrod, and 
t-shirts 'ror Drew and Jasper). My suitcase (a stolen hotel pillowcase) is filling out. The show starts and it’s another piss- 
poor turn out. The other bands give us the scoop on the dodgy promoter. Por his protection we’ll call him Weezer. Weezer says 
we can trade in our band reals for extra beer. We go 'or it. 4 beer tickets a piece..... thanks Gandhi. We meet a girl who -looks 
even more like a muppet than Jasper. She talked shit on J. Vig and gets denied her free t-shirt. But I gave her a 'ree mis- 
print patch after she buys re a beer. During Blind Society's Black Plag cover, Weezer gets up on the speakers and dances 
like a serious 'Mo. Blaise tells him he's got on balls. After the bands play, they chat it up with the club owner and the 
beautiful older woman behind the bar. Meanwhile outside, Weezer gets beat-up by the opening bands and then the club staff 
yell at him about all of the equipment we broke. As we drive 0 ", Jarrod catches a glimpse of the promoter crying in a 
corner.-Rufio 

7/ft- Day ft Call The Cffice London Ontario Canada "A Little Bit o' B very thing." 

We start the day at a bu"et.... delicious. Your humble narrator rakes his usual bu"et over eating lapse in judgement which 

resulted in ry first tour "first". In the parking lot, ice cream and chunks of salad hit the pavement and I claim the first 
tour puke! Around the corner 'ror the club, Mike claims the first , tour tattoo. I call home to find out that Steve has not 
picked uo my stu" to be mailed and my unem ploy rent check has not arrived. Life's no fun on the dole. The show draws ye« 
another small turnout, but the 2 girls 'ror Battlefield Barth whom Jasper had met earlier, do show up. Guest lists are a 

powerful device. Both bands, despite extreme inebriation, play pretty well. Chris delivers with the usual high energy stage 

show and Blaise requests a record number, ft circle pits, only up here we call them Canadian circle pits and they go clock 
wise, in honor o' Mike’s UYrd. The Virus and crowd perform Happy Birthday at midnight. Later in the set tensions erupt as 
Jarrod stabs Drew with a previously sharpened drumstick. After the show we hit 

first strip club. These Canadian chicks are not very top 
heavy. Mike gets a B-day lap dance but finds out 
the "hard" way that there is no sex, in the 
champagne room. A bunch of people go to the 
park and smoke the sweet sweet cheeba with 
the Battlefield Barth girls. Black John 
tries to fight Canada, then we all sleep 
in the vans.-Rufio 

7/9- Day 9 Club Zen Toronto Ontario 
Canada "If This Van’s a Rocking...." 

* At 7am we’re awoken by Drew and Mike 

h * ( as they frantically tear apart the 

1 IS «NH van looking for our money. As panic 

I wP Hw sets in, Jarrod opens his eyes and 

■ * explains the lesson we’ve just learned: 

~~ v iH bide it from us. Time for 

* ** breakfast. We hit the same -buffet from 

# '*1, < yesterday where Ru'io’s vomit still 

- stains the pavement. Alas though, no one 

* M \ oukes. We destroy the bathroom with days 



ill B 



^ n °J:T ■ i? ™' ?0r0nt0 ' we n11 cheer up 08 we see « ^ city and thousands of really attractive 

J 1 -" *" LU 110 ln “ ere3t ln lookin ^ let alone talking to us. With hours to kill we explore Toronto (which looks 

like a European Seattle). We find a bar and start the morning of' right with delicious Canadian beer. As load-ln we'-e 

... pp y mo jcc .he,e 3 already a sood 40 kids lined up. We’re unhappy to see ve have to carry all the equlD^nent ud - Alrh^ 
Z 3tel 0- ** f d ° Wh ° b0 ° ked the show "Ace" and "Running fen Jto Jog", though only ,6, do a fu 

beer, water and even a bottle o' wine 'or me and Jarrod. So we hit the stage and kick Into "StillX^ S " m l3 
we except -or ? bi-hawked kids yelling "Ruck you" at us. let me say first™! hate fighting. I’m not gSIwi tut I X 

' U ^ocle.y is rubbing off on me. So I slap one kid across the face. Not too hard, -just a warning shot. He shuts ud -nd 
Doves hack i:uo .he crowd. His stupid friend on the other hand, keecs it ud. I try the same trick \ut he doesn'" budre : 
s„ar. oo toss him into the crowd, pushing him over every time he stands up. Finally, I get him really falling ln So natu-ily 
®V '? . S l mp ° ff °' the ° tri ' e ’ h00tS Ult0 *** hend ch ~is “hrows in a couple elbows for good measure. Now at 

X ^i‘h W ° VC T “L Il( ' l hiS V ' id ar ° Und '° r n - ?UCKIMG SCNGa So Wke fours into the Hulk and drags him on 
Jw.geUh. owing me in .he process) and tosses the kid to security guards, who drag him out. The rest o' the show goes' g-e^ 

Now were ree a, hi. the town. We see a 'Iyer reading "ftn- 3 and New Wave" dance night. We're drunk and readv to’ 
had ohe club sucks and nobody’s dancing. It’s 


ZZ Z'"° .’ft ! ^..r 018 ^ Sh ° W ' Dnl ‘ and Blatee «° of ' to rilld another club. I start talking to the pretty DJ girl wl 
‘,1 tyy' w ^ ***’ cl0oes% At the 8ec0nd >»r we find more excitement. There's a back room filled wli 

hr - don. ^ get the rules but clothes are being tossed off like prom dresses. Unfortunately the cersc 

‘“V , cl °“ h6S on 18 0 -bnsvestite. Everyone but me. Josh and Jarrod heads back to the van, where they find t> 

wT? VP ' n llke « lovrider with hydraulics. Scores= Rufiotl Everyone Else:0. So the one guy NCT i 

^Tu^-J^r VhSt 1 ** f ° r rUnrlin " "° Uth - WhSt a ^ 0h Pretty DJ girl? She went ho, 

7/m- Day in T,-X Montreal "Can I Wash Your Windshield?" 

We pull up to the club and there's tons o' punks, everywhere, S.D.S central The club was awesome. It was as if we d-ove 

hours and ended up in Euro*, The club was in a. basement and there was a raised bar area with a rating ihat alout 

, Ga “ Up nlK bbrrounding the stage and pit. It was set up like a cool music video. The show was intense. If someone wanted t 

• n Punk show^in some kind of cheesy eighties Robocop type movie, this would be the show. To be serious for a. second, thJ 

hI, ^ nr ' x think n pun1 ' 3h0w should be. Being from Boston, it reminded me of a good RAT show, only better. It was 
\ W ,‘ j cluh ’ " kere was ever ” iype person there (skinheads, punks, squatters, bikers) oeoDle were fucked uo an 

passed ou.. Real danger. None o' this pussy I, A, poor man’s arena rock bullshit. Real street level, ya know? This is the shi 
...a. separates the real shit from the Good Charlotte fans. There were also tons o' C ute girls. I would love to give them all 





,_L__y , - . — - baths and marry them. Doing merch was a little frustrating with 

'* the language barrier, but it, wss alright. I hung out with some 

b, Hr friends I knew from Inepsy. Then I gave this guy a free poster 

~ ^ I cause it was his birthday. He came back with a big oile of PCP and 

, the rest of the night is a blur. My skeleton trying to escape my 

H body the whole time. I’ll let someone else take it from here.-Ruflo 

jsHKMr ||r § I Ch— yeah. After the show we went to a diner -..a gay diner? Where we 

C *r I i were quite popular. A Canadian muscleman rubbed my back and 

^ f whispered, french sweet nothings into my ear, then J-Vig scarfed 

down a 12 inch weiner. Drew went down to the bathroom. Still hopped 
■jmt up on goofballs, I was unable to moderate the volume of my voice 

and I said "Watch out for the glory-hole!" I guess the bartender 

■ . iiiim. ur-- # overheard me... well everyone heard me, he said "Honey, if there was a 

^ glory-hole, I'd be in the bathroom all night." Holy! See ya.-Rufio 

^ z Day 11 Knights of Columbus Hall Sudbury 

We came we played ...whatever. Action played. These guys are really 
good. Real tight. Good songwriting and good presence. Keep an ear out. Ci! -Rufio 
7/l2- Day 12 lakwana, NT "Holy Shit!" 

Time to play with the Havoc, great. ?or those who don't know. The Havoc are Punkcore's latest and greatest. Christian street 
punk!?! I'm not going to sit by and let any band re-enforce the notion that punk is nothing more than a studded jacket and 

a stupid haircut. Religion, and unoriginality aside, when I started my first band (and I think I speak for most punks), I 

.couldn't even afford an amp and we didn't have a drum kit, and no place to practice. These fucking kids have been together a 
year and are already headlining their own full US tour on the strength of an 7 in they somehow put out themselves and a 
CD. q) Well who paid 'or full guitar rigs, drums, and RV (with a trailer), two recordings and a record pressing, a) Mom, dad 
and the Church. Well, I say Striper and the rest of the Flanders can shove it up their ass. We got together in the van and 
loaded up a condom (don't ask how) and took a pair of panties I procured in Toronto and Jasper put them on a bunk through 
an open window on the Havoc's RV. Then Mike took a huge steaming shit in a bag and Black Jon threw it all over their 
windshield. Mike owned up to it and they didn't even get upset. I guess we'll have to take it ud a notch in Pomona. Then The 
Havoc invited us to dinner and we ditched them. We went to another restaurant where Jarrod almost rolled 2 jocks. He 

threatened to beat them with a wad of cash. They sped away in their pick-up truck tentatively raising a middle finger. Oil a 

down note we discovered Josh's back-up guitar was missing. Must've been stolen in Montreal. Us:l God:1-Rufio 
Josh's guitar reappeared. We win! Fuck you god! California Raisins Rule! 

7/ lb- Day IT New Cumberland, PA 

This was Josh's hometown hero show. Everyone came to the merch table and asked for free stuff. This one older couple came 


adult clothes like in cartoons. So I told them to fuck off. "' 
of' The Boils. We stayed at Dan's that night and we bought 
sticks in the sandwich.«yea, that would have been awesome...if I 
7/iB- Day f> Fastlane Asbury, NJ "Don't Go There Jasper" 
This club was pretty cooL It was right near The Stone Pony 


'The Boils" and "Anger and Addiction" played. The promoter ripped 
fat sandwiches. They had crap like french fries and mozzarella 
I was six.-Rufio 



Society owned the crowd I just kept on drinking beer and shots. I went up front for the headliners: KILL YOUR IDOLS’!! They 
were fucking awesome! A r ter load out J-Vip tried to go home with a unattractive girl and her two unattractive friends. We 
didn’t let him and he called me a traitorous bastard. Black John hooked it up on the beach. We went out to eat and I puked up 
all my 'cod outside.-Rufio 

7/ lb- Day lb I basement Show Philadelphia, PA "Ch Great The Lieutenant’s Here” 

This morning leaving Drew's house in Leonardo we pot to stop at Quickstep and RST Video as seen in Clerks. We pot to the 
house. It was very cramped. "Anger and Addiction” came with a kep in their van. These puys are the beer experts. We drank 
durinp the show. Outside a bip proup o r kids beat up a -couple of Nazi kids. I don't feel bad for them but, they weren't really 
doing anything so the fipht may have been unnecessary. But then the Nazi kids made my shortlist. All they had to do was 
leave, like they should have done in the first place, but instead they called the cops who shut down the show and the venue. 
The It. was a fuckinp prick. I swear cops are specifically trained to yell rhetorical questions. Then we left for the 80's 
club.-Ruf io 

"The Flight Of Jasper McGandy” The club is called Shampoo. It's pot 2 "floors. 1 Goth with a bar and an BO's room upstairs 

that's 1B+. Mike ran in ahead o r us. When we found him he was dancinp by himself in the middle of the club. He tried some 

tricks— like dancinp with all of our money in his mouth and hands. When that failed he bepan throwinp pirls over his 
shoulder like a caveman. ...it didn't work. After dancinp r or a while with a married pirl (thanks for tellinp me!) I saw some of 

B.S. in a corner. I went over to say hello, and pot thrown out o r the club. I puess they were smokinp up. Here's where I think 

I'm touph and threaten the bouncers repeatedly. Drew pulls me aside to calm me down. Cut of nowhere some other puys start 



ike 7)0 pounds or more. So I call him tubby. He picks 
on my throat, and he throws me clear over a car. We 
pull a hasty retreat. Bouncers- 1 Virus-0 


We played this bar that had a capacity of 80. Me and Lord B-Dog's merch had to fit 
behind two bar tables. It sucked. The show was pretty cool though, if I wasn't on the job I 

would have had a pretty good time. My cousin Jeff came and bought me beers and shots. And he bought The Virus a round. 
Jasper went home with his first friendster. He got two hickies. The rest of us stayed with my cousin and little Maggie dog. 
The next day Mike got the second tour tattoo. -Rufio 
7/l8- Railroad Museum Fairfax, VA "Riding The T3 Local" 

We played the Railroad Museum. No really . The show stunk and I sold merch in the rain. Fat nerds tried to get free stuff 
from me. The show was awful but, it ended at 8pm so I finally had the chance to fulfill my year long, life long dream«.seeing 
Terminator 3! Oh yeah I forgot, at the show. Angry Black John got angry and tied me to the railroad tracks like in an old 
Mighty Mouse cartoon.1 would like to see T3 again so that I could absorb ity a little more. I am also ripe with anticipation 
for T4. The rest of The Virus and Blind Society did not enjoy the movie. In the parking lot they all tried to Terminate me.- 
Rufio 

7/l9- Day 19 Factory Roanoke, VA "The Big Tease" 

Cool club, good show. Tons of hot "of age" girls and tons of close boyfriends. Good show though.-Rufio 
7/20- Day 20 Wizard Saloon Hickory, NC "Hickory is Right" 

We got to town early so we hit the sites—Dairy Queen. The show was alright. We got hot veggies for dinner and lots of beer.- 
Rufio 

7/21- Day 21 Uncle Doctors Columbia, SC "Girls Gone Wild" 

Uncle Doctors is a pretty cool club. I scaled the wall and got on the roof with my ninja skills. I like to climb things. We 
got off to a good start. Brandy the bar tender made screaming nazi shooters for me, Mike and Drew. Big ones. Then I ate 
three slices of pizza. Jarrod came and said he was going to buy me a shot so I went outside and puked up my pizza, (side bar: 
I never normally puke as much as I have been on this tour. The Virus eat too much~.I can't keep up.) I went back in a took 
the shot which the Sper had invented. It was discussing. This Japanese band Peelander-Z played, they were awesome. They all 
wore costumes. It was the most Japanese thing I had ever seen in my life. "We are not human, we are not Japanese, we are 
Peeranda-Z!" Then The Risk played. They are the big local hardcore band. They opted to play on the floor and not the stage. 
Now, I can understand hardcore and everything, and in a church or a hall, sure, play on the floor. But if you're in an actual 
cool club with a good sound system, what's the fucking point? Why go out of your way to sound like shit? Because of this I 


couldn’t really get Into their 
eet. Blind Society took souls and 
created circle pits. Blaise still 
hasn't taken up my suggestion to 
request a triangle pit. The Virus 
played too— .obviously. I passed 
out behind the merch during 
their set. So ve go party at a 
trailer park. Brandy, In exchange 
for some kids Motley Crue t-shirt, 
goes topless for the duration of 
the party. At one point there 
were three topless girls-do the 
math, that's six boobs. Don't 
worry I got pictures. Oh yeah and 
the kid who had the Motley Crue 
t-shirt looks exactly like the 
punk form Crocodile Dundee 2. 

Meanwhile a concussion suffering 
Drew gets "taken care of" by a 
young lady in the van. Jarrod 
leads the sneak attack to get 
photos. Later we went back to 
Brandy's house and slept. I tried 
on her bikini and went kitty 
fishing with a deluxe pleasure 
device. We're driving to Atlanta 
right now and a fifteen year old girl in the back of her mom's pick up truck, just flashed us. -Rufio 
7/22- Day 22 Neutron Bomb Atlanta, GA "Take a U-Ball at the Overpass" 

We pull into the parking lot and there's a crazy guy wearing a kamikaze headband. He looks like a guy who sits on his 
dilapidated porch next to a pick up on four cinder blocks and drinks cans of Budweiser in a cozy. I, found out later that he 
was the fire marshalL He had changed the clubs capacity to 50. Oh and our good friends The Havoc showed up. Apparently on 
their tour, a tree got struck by lightening and fell on their trailer. Where's your god now? Me and Josh questioned them 
about their CD and why every song Is a blatant rip off. They explained the minor discrepancies. It remained me of the Vanilla 

Ice/Queen fiasco. Their merch guy gave me one of their 7 inches and I broke it in half. -Rufio 

7/23- Day 23 Teasers Cafe Savannah, GA "Spending Loud Night" 

We pull into Savannah around 5pm. Blind Society had been there for a couple of hours. Blaise calls us and they're all at a 
bar-wasted. We find the bar. The bartender Is a plain girl. Skinny, short brown hair-I am in love with with her. Blind Society 
bought a round of Jim Beam double shots-"take it deep." Blaire's shot comes up as fast and it went down. Chris wimps out and 
I have to pick up the slack. By the time we all get to the show, everyone is fucked up. B-dog passes out in the B.SD van and 

takes the night off. Being totally faced makes a weak show a little better. Again, Mike and Jasper each hook it up in the van 

with some rebellious young teens. Jasper looks like a younger Avrll Lavigne. Tonight J-Vig was the skeeter boy. I hung out 
with angry girl. This wise beyond her years" 15 year old was even angrier han me, I told her I was gonna take her under my 
wing and teach her how to channel her anger. To be outwardly destructive instead of self destructive. After the show we hit 
the Karaoke Bar. Jarrod fell asleep inside. Avril and the rest of the mouseketters tagged along. Angry girl took me outside 
but Tops did the right thing. I told her I wasn't an old creepy dirtbag but that in four or five years I would come back and 
marry her and we could have angry babies. She understood, but said I was too restricted by law. I went back inside and sang 
Prank Sinatra s My Way". Drew and Jasper did a duet of "I got You Babe" Just did "Welcome To The Jungle" and "Broke All The 
Rules Matt and Mike did a duet of "Vacation" Then we rapped it all up with a sloppy rendition of YMCA, followed by another 
phenomenal night s sleep in the van. Jack hammer alarm clock at Bam.- Rufio 
7/24- Day 24 Gainesville, PL 

We played a little club/bar in Gainesville. Jasper's friend Brin came. Yea whatever.-Rufio 

7/25- Day 25 DAY OPF! "Pun In The Sun" 

We drove all night and got to the beach at 9am .lust in time for the Days Inn amazing hot breakfast. We did lots of swimming 
in the ocean and in the pooL It was good. Me and Josh peered out of our window at all of the g-stringed poolside bikini 

babes. Then everyone got drunk and we hit the Miami night life. We went to an 80's club- very uneventful. Some girls touched 

my hair so turned around and touched theirs. Losers.- Rufio 
7/26- Day 26 Pomona, PL "Making Up Por a Lost Day" 

Yesterday Jasper made a phone call and accidentally got both bands added to the "Vans" Warped Tour. After drinking 'til 5am, 

w ® ^ t0 get up a 7am t0 check ^ at the U 6^ everyone, excluding Jarrod and I, were very excited. Now let me tell you 

a little something about myself and The Warped Tour. I hate the sun, I hate music, I hate teenagers and I hate adults who are 

down with teenagers. The Warped Tour has excessive amount of all of these things. The crowd at this event went above and 

yond the call of uselessness. Prom the morons swimming in sewage, to the meatheads cat calling at 14 year-old girls. I had a 
very angry day. Plus no matter how many beers I drank, I couldn't get drunk because I would sweat it all out. The only band 

I was interested in seeing, API, totally sucked. I also caught a bit of Rancid, who had the singer from The Transplants do a 

rap. Not only was this a terrible as a punk song, it was atrocious as a rap-tools. I did get to see a few friends. James, 
Bobby, Steph, and Brin. That was nice. After the day of Misery in the sun, we headed over to our 2nd show. It was at the skate 
park. The turnout was similar to each bands draw at the Warped Tour, not great. I injured my wrist dropping on one of the 

ramps. We tried to hook Jarrod up with a crazy lady who followed us to the show. He wasn't having it.-Rufio 

7/27- Day 27 Venom St. Petersburg, PL "I’d Suck Your Clones Dick" 
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We pulled up to the show to a pretty good turn outJmmediatilly a crazy girl ran up and started offering us help with 
everything. The club was pretty cool, really dark with black lights. The merch setup was just how I like it, secluded from the 
stage. The crazy girl started to get really sexual with everyone. But I know girls like that are all talk. And she was. My 
friend Kevin from "Another Round" showed up and we chatted. The show went really well all around- Rufio 
7/28- Day 28 Beta Bar Tallahassee, PL "Where Tall Prom?" 

We got a room before the show. A bunch of us jumped in the pool. This bikini babe started talking to us. After the pool I 
went to her room and had some-.beers. I talked to her for a while. She was a real living southern fried walking talking 
episode of Jerry Springer. The show was small, but that’s Tallahassee. The barmaid was the same one I had meet last summer on 
the Clit 45 tour. After the show we went to a book store. I found a nudie magazine that wasn't bagged, so I put it inside a 
Harry Potter magazine and read the whole thing twice. Then me and Mike bought a Garfield book. Oh yeah I think I’ll read it. 
"Garfield Eats Crow" His 39th book was mediocre at best. I must say I was taken in by the full color pages. However, bright 

colors do not compensate for dull jokes. I was excited to see the re-appearance of Irma the waitress, though her character 

seemed to be written differentially. I would like to see some new stripe with Liz The Vet, but I don’t miss Nermal or Arlene. 
In conclusion, I do not recommend this book. -Rufio 
7/29- Day 29 Scottish Rites Temple Mobile , AL 

This is a huge hall. A fast never ending sea of tile. It's too bad because the shows have decent turnouts that would fill a 

small club, but make the place look empty. The promoter Harold, who is doing a great job putting Mobile on the map, explained 

that this was the only place that would do punk shows. But he's working on opening his own club. I hope he does. The bands 
played alright, but didn't sound great in the big room. The Virus had a bit of a dispute but pulled it together and finished 
the set. Last time I was in Mobile I met a really sweet girl who I talked to on and off. A friend of hers overheard my name 
and relayed a message to me. The girl had gotten married to a guy in the Navy and moved to Washington. Her friend called 
her for me and let mine talk to her. She seemed nervous. Turns out she got in trouble with her hubby, for talking to me. You 
know— It makes me sad when a sweet girl marries some possessive jailhead. They should all save themselves for me. -Rufio 

7/30- Day 30 Mama Rosa’s New Orleans "The Big Easy VS. Big J" 

After sucking it up and regrouping from the Mobile mishap, we loaded in and headed to the Big Easy. We got there about 
2:30am. Then the Golden Eagle, SOD, Stacks, Tops, Lil B, Cap'N Make-up and yours truly hit the town. After getting our 1st 
round we rolled up and down Bourbon St. We decided the best thing to do was to get bombed and head to a titty bar. As we 
were about to enter the bar, just like in a movie, a hot punk girl appeared out of nowhere telling us to follow her. Like 
chumps we did. She leads us to a dive bar, with dive people. After being there 10 minutes Tope was mad and said "Let’s hit 

somewhere else! "We followed the lead of local idiot Kyle Krapos. He took us to what was to be a "80's bar" on the way to the 

"80’s club." We traveled through many strange worlds, slaying evil beer cans and running the "hobo gauntlet." Josh almost fell 
victim to the "gauntlet" but made it out alive. Upon entering the "80's club" we realized we'd been had. It, in fact, was 
another dive bar. So we drank a pitcher and left. However, Cap'N Make-up was convinced that it was better for him to go home 
with the cum guzzling leatherface. We gave him shit and will forever. There was something about N.O. that made me mad. Because 
the story I got was that I tried to beat up the city. Then we got a hotel, and of course it was time for Z's!!! We woke up late 
and right away hit the town. Only today the town hit back. The Big-V, minus Make-Up ate like kings at a southern style bar 
and what better to wash that down with the southern style booze and southern style women. Tope was enchanted with one of the 
southern belle, and told her to come to the show. By the time we got there Team V was drunk. The turnout was good, but the 
evil darklord wouldn't let the underage kids in, so the bands stood up for the youths and cancelled the show. Luckily there 




was another show that we all .jumped o n . o ff to the show! We had six hands until we went on, so we decided to have a few 

drinks. Hand grenades, this drink comes with a disclaimer "Not to Have More Than 3." We all thought we could take it. After 
many scumbags, drinks, and other devious behavior. We found that Big J didn’t heed the drinks warning. We found him immobile 
and laying in his own vomit. We had to send road manager Tope to the hotel to put Big J to bed. Here’s the rub, we still had 
to play so I quickly asked Rookie of The Year to fill in. You may ask -"Why Is Angry Black rookie of the year?" Because the 
girl he banged in Gia’s boyfriend showed up at the show and asked A.B if he met his girlfriend. A.B responded "Yeah-I HAD SEX 
WITH HER!" Amazing, truly amazing! So, as BS and Team V set. At last the show was over. I tried to kill Drew because I didn’t 
like the cut of his jib, but it’s cool now. Side Note- Tops’ southern bell showed up but Tops was nursing Big J back to health. 
Sorry Tops.-Mike 

7/31* Day 31 Fitzgeralds Huston, TX 

Finally we unite with Don’t Mess With Texas, Strap Onz, Xrum Bums and The Flatliners. The show was awesome. Fitzgeralds is a 
cool club. I’ve played here a couple of times. It's too hot, the show was packed and crazy. The Cronies seemed to like being up 
on stage. After the show we all went to this burner's house. He loves "the doob." We drank allot, watched TV and passed out 
around 5am. I caught a bunch of little toads. We all got woken up by a screaming property manager. She said she would have 
us all arrested. She didn’t, we left.- Rufio 
S/f Day 32 Dallas, TX 

Yeah whatever-.rm wasted-someone else do this. 

8/2- Day 33 Flamingo Cantina Austin, TX 

All tha bands played. The crowd was alright but I expected more out of Austin. Before the show we had a BBQ at the Krum 
Bum house. We went there after the show to, and there was a huge party that went until 5am. -Tope 
8/3- Day 34 Sin 13 San Antonio, TX "Help Mojo" 

This was a really good show, Mojo hooked up the food and drinks. It was a sad day because we parted with the Krum Bums and 
Strap-Onz-who were awesome,-Rufio 

a/4- Day 35 Sounds Corpus Christie, TX "Off The Job Market" 

Big Arnofo took me , Blaise, Mike, and Jasper to get tattooed. I got my fingers done. The show was at this space/record store 

that Big A just started up It was pretty cool After the show a bunch of the group went to a karaoke bar. -Rufio 

8/6- Day 37 Mason Jar Phoenix, A Z "Puttin The X in Phoenix Punx" 

Tyler Xing put on the show as usual. I made sure we got their early ’cos Tyler doesn't tolerant tardiness. He got there late. 
But we had a delicious spaghetti dinner, he first band was good. Once they play some more shows and develop some style on 
stage they could get really good. The girl singer had a cool voice. I hung out with Tyler and Big A1 and Me and Jasper's 
friend from Boston—Chris. The show was good. Drew met a nice girL-Rufio 
8/7- Day 38 Soma San Diego, CA "I Hate Southern California" 

The show was really big. There was a "rockstar" room and some how this crappie crony snuck in and hung around asking for 
beers. We told him he could have one but Black Jon would get to beat him up He declined. Oh, and Mike Virus came-he’ll be 
with us for the next couple of days. Chris and Blaise had to beat up some kid during their set. The thump of Chris' mike 
connecting with skull echoed threw the club. The Virus went over huge. I was in my usual spot behind the merch. This was the 
first of my three shows of hell. Wading in an endless sea of idiots who would rather buy every t-shirt and patch available, 

than watch or listen to the bands they paid to see. Thank god for Mike Virus and his enthusiastic assistance.-Rufio 

8/8-Day 39 Day Off San Diego, CA "Drunk Before Sundown" 

Both bands, and San Diego associates Jesse and Brie went down to the beach. We all met up with Mike V at a bar with a cool 
jukebox. Happy Hour! Lots of Whiskey Sours. Later me and S.CLD. (Dan) went to go swimming. We brought some wine coolers and 
took ’em into the ocean with us. We went back to the bar and everyone was even more drunk. It was dark so we mobilized and 
moved the party back to Jesse's house where we were staying for swimming and a BBQ. Me and Matt walked and got beers. Then, 
Bud in hand, I went and joined S.CLD in the hot tub. There were a few girls in there already. We talked to this one crazy girl 
and her cousin. The crazy girl had this Marine guy coming over but, she invited me up to her apartment. We went up and made 
her give us crazy pills and rum and Pepsi’s. Sorry Jar head. Meanwhile back at Jesse's the BBQ was ragin'. I went swimming 
again in my skins. These other two drug girls were poolside. When I got out, crazy girl was talking to me from her 
porch-then Black Jon pantsed me. I put down my drink , pulled up my underwear and picked up my drink. Then B. Jon pantsed 

me again. Then I went to Jesse’s room. It was just me and Jasper, so I did some snooping. I got into a pair of her underwear 

and put on a t-shirt and some belts. Jasper kept laughing , so I kept performing. By the time Jesse and Co. came back to the 
room I was in girls underwear talking on the phone and humping a stuffed animal— "That's My Bear!" A group of us stayed up 
and hung out with the drug girls. Geez, I wonder what gave everyone the energy to stay up so long?-Rufio 
8/9- Day 40 Glass House Pomona, CA "It’s Not Really Made of Glass" 

This was a very typical Glass House show. I've spent way too much time here. Channel 3 played, Ronflict’s band -46 Short 
Played and yay—the Havoc. The annoying one asked me if he could have a Virus pint glass. I told him that these weren’t no 

"Milk Drinking" pints and said no. After the show we all tried to find a hotel Jesse had gotten a ride with the drug girls, 

so I rode with them. We got separated from the bands and the girl I was riding with jumped the curb and broke the car. Me 
and Jesse were stranded back at the Glass House. She did not appreciate my suggestion that we try to Greek into a building 
or sleep on the street. So we found where the bands were and got a cab.-Rufio 
8/*> Day 41 Knitting Factory Hollywood, CA "Hollywood Nights" 

Hollywood-alright. I hadn’t been back here since I lived here last year. I called all of my friends. ONly one came. The show 
was alright, the bouncers were real pricks. We packed up quick and crossed the street to club Beat-It for a night of 80's 
drinking. Too bad they only let me, Chris, Drew and Dan in. then told everyone else that they didn’t want punks at the club. 
Bullshit, I got a refund and brought the gang to The BBauty Bar, my old local bar. The manager found out I had been 
underage the whole time I was drinking there every night last spring. He made take two double shots of 12 year old bourbon 
I don’t know anything past that. In the morning we awoke in the vans still in the club's parking lot. I surmised I must have 
eaten pizza last night cause I could see it in the puke all over me and the van. I immediately began making apology phone 
calls. Just in case. But where was Rufio? At an older woman’s house achieving his "number to match his age" life goal Da 
apparently had blacked out as well and been thrown out of Beat-It for puking on a couch. So naturally he got a Hot Dog and 
went back to threaten the bouncers. He awoke covered in mustard from his tirade. Hollywoodil The Virus*) Oh yeah, Jarrod 



end his friend Jim Beam fought the sidewalk and lost.- Jasper 
B/n- Pay d: Huntri dge Theatre Las Vegas, NV "Vegas Style" 

I've been to the Huntridge '' times now. I've played the stage, played the lobby and tonight the bands pin ye 
place .just can't make up it’s mind. A punk kid ran a good little scam. Ke stole a shirt from behind me and 
me for one he wanted. I took a full roll of quarters from the cash box, clenched it in my fist and ran out 
with the kid in the parking lot. He wouldn't own up to it. His friend, who had the shirt, gave it back. I lei 

I told the thief not to f uck with me ever again or I would kill him. So that night a few of us hit the tc 

money. Me , Matt, Blaise, Chris, Brendon, Pan and Jasper found a karaoke bar inside the Treasure Island casi 
kid who ran It bumped us up in line. I sang "Sat it " by Weird All and wowed the crowd by standing i 
couches and swinging the mic chord. Jasper sang "Every Rose Has It's Thorn." This big drunk biker kepi 
talented we were. But he stopped liking us cause his wife checked me out.- Rufio 
ft/r- Pay 41 Pay Off! 

This morning Josh's girlfriend Claire, who flew out back at San Piego, had to fly home. But Brew had a cou 
followed us from Hollywood. We tried to get them drunk and married. Me and Josh, during the day, enjoyed t) 
and him and Matt came with me to fulfill, my day long, life long deem of eating at little Caesars. I dis< 
make Vegan Matt's life allot easier, I call it«..lying. Instead o' "I don't eat cheese" say.,."! heavily aller 

causes me to die." This method has improved service ten 'old. Vegas Time- ?irst we went and got novelty ( 

drinks then headed to the Hard Rock casino. Needless to say I was more "hard rock" than anyone else ther 
all except Jarrod who did quite well at the Black Jack table. I did manage to work three or four drink: 
"New York, New York." Me and Jasper camped out at some slots. We were doing pretty welL Pacing our selv 
lookout so that our losses would be close to our free Gin and Tonic total. We were doing pretty well ur 
finished her shift. Both broke, we went and watched Pan, Blaise and Jarrod play Blackjack. We got more dr 
realized we were pretty drunk. We got bored and left. Cn the wav out I asked Jasoer If he had eve- been 


ucking things must get tedious after a while. Thanks 
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Day 1 - Boston to New Jersey.Nothing brings your pre-tour enthusiasm down more than when you pull up to the 
rehearsal space and the Dropkick Murphy’s are loading out for their summer long Warped Tour. Our van looks like a 
Mini Cooper compared to their 14 passenger van and full size cargo trailer, (this was only for gear, merchandise, and 
road crew). Of course I couldn’t help but to imagine that it wasn’t too long ago that they were once cramped in the 
back of a mid size work van with no seats or AC, with all their equipment stacked in back, inviting themselves to fall 
on top of you. To make things better we arrived, loaded the van and were heading for the Pike, while the Dropkick’s 
road crew were still figuring the best way to pack the amp road cases on top of the drum cases and dozens of 
merchandise boxes. Our first day on the road and we were driving in a downpour. Nothing sucks more than this. I 
hope this isn’t a premonition- naa, it’s just New England weather.Night 1 - Connections, NJ:Connections was a blast, 
the crowd was pretty good. As we arrived, our buddies from Rochester, NY the Flour City Knuckleheads, greeted us, 
(they were playing with us that night). We loaded in and met the guys and gals from the Twist Off Lackeys and had a 
couple of drinks together. Unfortunately the Pug Uglies never showed, they must’ve had car trouble or something. I’m 
sure Jimmy and the boys will let us know when we get back. Our boys from The Skels showed up just in time for the 
music to begin, and Scotty Skels’ attempt to spray beer at us resulted in the beer AND can flying at the stage 
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Everything went off without a hitch until the last song in our set, when Jason stuck his guitar head into the air and 
broke off a large piece of the ceiling above. Pieces of plaster came crashing down on him, but he just kept on playing. 
The Skels then joined us on stage for a song, as usual, and proceeded to break the drywall to pieces over each other- 

and our- heads. The stage was covered in beer drenched, sticky cement by the time we got offstage. Luckily the 

Connections people didn’t take the damage out of our pay for the night. After the show we hung out for a while, until 
Connections turned into a nightclub. Josh and I ended the night at the Tic Tick Diner eating a 3am breakfast with Tim 
& Scott from The Skels and then it off to bed. 

Day 2 - New York “Fucking” City: We got into NYC in the early afternoon. It was only 
a hop, skip, and jump from where we were staying in Jersey. We dropped the van of in a 
pay lot for the day, figuring we’d see all of our equipment for sale later in Manny’s Music 
(or on Canal Street), but it beat looking for a parking spot every two hours. The plan was 
to head out into the city and basically walk around. Of course it was just our luck that we 
were in NYC. on the day of the Puerto Rican Pride Day Parade and the streets of 
Manhattan were jammed with every form of the Puerto Rican flag you could imagine plus 
th e cons tant sound of passing horns, cowbells, and yodels. It was fun to watch though, 

and after battling the crowd we headed over to 
Alphabet City and stopped for a drink at the 2 A 
Tavern, a comer bar recommended by Josh. On the 
way we ran into the typical loonies you’d normally 
see in the Alphabet City on a Sunday Aftemoon- 

the guy in the wheelchair who doesn’t know where he is (is he ALWAYS on 
2 nd street?), and the guys trying to sell you drugs “around the comer”- yeah, 
sure. 2A was a musician’s bar surrounded by rehearsal studios and musician’s 
lofts, where the music on the CD player was diverse, sometimes local and 
always good. Anyway, we settled there for a bit and met Tom Clarke, the bartender. 
Tom Clarke, from what I’ve gathered is a legend in the area, and in the recent NYC music history. Tom knows his 
stuff and has played with everyone, however he never brags about who he’s played or worked with, but seems to drop 
names into his conversations as if they were people you’ve known personally for a long time. The 2A was the best 
part of our day in NYC, that and almost running over Lenny Kravitz when we were parking the van. 

Night 2 - The Continental, NYC:We got the gig from Kitty Kowalski of “The Kowalski’s”, so it was good to see her 
at the club when we showed up, unfortunately there wasn’t to many more that 
did. We did manage to get some of our NY fans to come out at 1 1 :00 on a 
Sunday night and along with the strangers and other bands fans who came we 
managed to pull off a pretty good set. The sound at The Continental was pretty 
good and the room reminded me a lot of Bill’s Bar on Lansdowne Street in 
Boston. We ended up sleeping down the street from the club in a friend’s 
apartment. Chris and Josh took the apartment, and Jason and 1 took the van. 

It was a short night of sleep and an early morning. Jason kept waking up and 
seeing cops walking by the van and thought we were going to get towed at any 
minute. 

Day 3 - NYC to DC: Ahhhh, on the road again. Of course this time our hop, skip and a jump is a little longer as we 
head 5 hours south to Washington DC. It’s hot- really hot. Probably well in the 80’s but we haven’t had much of 
spring, never mind summer, weather in Boston yet, so if felt like a sauna to us. The drive to DC was pretty much 
uneventful. We listened to tunes, tried to get the TV to come in, and got as much circulation into the van as possible 
due to our lack of not only air conditioning, but also any ventilation other than the hot air that constantly pours out of 
the vents in the front seats. As we arrived in DC we were all looking forward to a good shit, shower and shave, and 
when we arrived at the hotel, the pool looked like an island oasis. I ran to the room, through on my shorts and headed 
to take a nice refreshing dip- just my luck that it didn’t officially open until tomorrow. I thought about climbing the 
fence anyways and cooling myself off, but then I didn’t want to jeopardize everyone else’s chances to a good night 

sleep with AC and a shower. I figured I’d wait till we got back later that night when no one was around Jason and I 

left Chris asleep in the room and Josh sleeping with the T.V. on in the van- he finally got something to come in, but 

Jason swore it w as only a Cricket match- and went over by the Capital and had a few beers and enjoyed the air 
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conditioned bar. 

Night 3 - The Velvet Lounge, DC: The Velvet Lounge reminds me of 
Evo’s Art Institute in Lowell after 3 weeks of looting. When we arrive, we 
lug our gear up a steep flight of stairs and find what appears to be a small 
hall with some make shift benches and tables. The stage is big enough, and 
the PA looks impressive considering the rest of the place. The bar is 
downstairs and is no more than a 6 foot counter with a couple of stools and a 
about a dozen tables. The place is dark, dirty and smells a little like 3-day- 
old beer. In other words, the place is fucking awesome! Oh I forgot to 
mention that it’s located on the outskirts of the DC’s inner neighborhoods. 
As the night moved on, the place started to pick up. Most of the clientele are 
local skins, and the two other bands we were playing with were local gutterpunk/ oi bands. The Dead End Boys and 
The Skrewz. Both of these bands are top-notch and took great care of us. The Skrewz went on first and got most of 
the downstairs crowd up to listen. They played a good set and everyone seemed to be into listening to some live 
music on a Monday night with the occasional moshing, and friends sharing the stage to sing a verse or two. After our 
set the guitar player alternately told us how much he liked us and that he took “so many drugs (I) don’t know what 
they were. . We were on second and as we started to set up our gear, the place filtered out- everyone was heading 
back downstairs! By the time we started playing the place was empty. After two songs, we decided to get them 
upstairs, so played “Take em’ All” by Coeksparrer. No sooner than we began, than everyone ran upstairs and rushed 
the stage area. Yup, we got em’ going. The rest of the set went well and after the Dead End Boys great set we all 
hung out till it was time to load out our shit and head back for the hotel. It took us a while to separate Josh and the 
sound guy- the guy was good and apparently knew his shit and he and Josh spent about two hours talking about 
microphones, 8-track recorders, and EQ’s. We then promptly lost him to a party at The Skrewz house that featured 
their pit bull puppies and an angry girlfriend. He caught back up with us later that night. As for me, I was drinking 
whatever beer they had on special at the bar. It changed about every hour, whatever beer they were running low on 
and wanted to get rid of that night. D.C. was great; we made some new friends and some new fans. We’U definitely 
be back again soon. 

Jason adds to this: 

The one part left out is about Chris and I walking to get something to eat at about 8:00. We went two blocks down the 
street and found a place and kind of checked out the neighborhood. It didn’t seem to bad and I figured I’d be walking 
back down that way to the convenience store for something or other later that night. Sure enough, about an hour later 
Matt and I walked back down to get some beer, water and smokes for after the show. This time it seemed like every 
other car that drove by was full of guys with baseball bats and the people who were friendly and saying ‘Hi” to Chris 
and I earlier had now had enough of their preferred substances that the were shouting across the streets at Matt and I 
and wanted to know where we were going. Wonderful. We thought about going half way up the block and then 
coming up to the van from a different direction so no one would see us putting anything in it or realizing it was a 
band’s van and getting any ideas about what might be inside (wet, dirty laundry is about it if you’re wondering). We 
ended up just putting everything in as quickly as possible and hoping the crack heads sitting up the street didn’t 
notice. All the windows and doors were intact when we loaded out, so apparently they didn't- or forgot. 

Day 4 - DC to West Virginia:Today is our only day off and we’ve decided to head to Charleston, WV, about 40 
minutes from where we'll be playing tomorrow night. We figure since it’s the state capital something must be going 
on in the city even if it IS in West Virginia. We’re taking the scenic route today and driving through the Shenandoah 
Mountain trail road. It’s pretty freaking amazing, and still HOT. Lots of trees and shit, and we’re about 500 feet 
above sea level* (*note this is assumed by me without any actual scientific data 
to back it up). There’s also a shitload of deer out here, and one almost walked 
up to the van! 1 think the smell coming out of it might have thrown him off, 
though. Anyway, the fresh air feels good and we got a couple of more hours to 
drive till we get to Charleston. 

Charleston, West Virginia:Charleston West Virginia Sucks! That’s about all 
I can say. It’s the deadest city I’ve ever seen, and to make matters worse there 
wasn’t a single motel room available on a Tuesday night- nothing. So we 
headed just south of the city and crashed at a Days Inn. $25 per room, all night 
restaurants and a bar all to ourselves. It was nice to have a room to ourselves 
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for a night so there’s no need to worry about who’s sleeping in the van, who’s 
got the floor and who’s not getting a towel for the shower. The bar was classic- 
big and empty; it kind of reminded me of the Double Duce in the movie 
Roadhouse. You can see that on a busy night you could get about 400 people 
in this place, but tonight there’s only two locals besides us. The pool tables 
cost 50 cents and the drinks are cheap. Our bartender Alice is straight outta’ 
West Virginia. She has the white “bee hive” hair cut, talks with the drawl and 
smokes those long cigarettes. She kept the bar open for us till about 1 :30 and 
let us enjoy our night off. We ate, played pool and hung out with a local 
Teamster talking about music and guitars, then crashed by 2:00. After tonight, there 
were no more nights off till we get back to Boston. 


Day 5 - Huntington, West Virginia: We headed out to Huntington in the morning, but knowing we had some time to 
kill we stopped at the local Pawn Shops and Music Stores to pass the day. One place, Rt. 60 Music rocked. It was an 
acoustic heaven with ton’s of Martin’s, Gibson’s and Taylor’s. We hung out there for about an hour, chattin’ with the 
owners and playing all their guitars, banjos and basses while we waited for a surprise thunderstorm to pass. We got into 
Huntington in a downpour around 4:00 found a place to stay and crashed until we had to go to the club. The TV. News 
said there had been flash floods all over West Virginia and western Pennsylvania all afternoon. 

Night 5 - Barley’s Roadhouse - Huntington, West VirginiaiHuntington West Virginia is home to Marshall 
University. A football school known for producing NFL All Pro players, including Randy Moss and the Patriot’s Troy 
Brown. The football stadium seems to be in the center of the town (physically and metaphorically) and right across the 
street from the stadium is Marely’s Doghouse. The guys in the Rt. 60 Music Store (where they all claimed to play 
Gospel Bluegrass and nothing else) led us to believe that Marely’s was one of those true roadhouse bars with chickwire 
in front of the stage and beer bottle hurling from beginning to end. As it turned out it’s a pretty nice place, sort of a 
sports bar with a decent sized music hall in the back. Earlier in the day when we were walking around it seemed like 
everyone in Huntington was VERY pissed off- no Southern politeness here- and the staff at Marley’s seemed no 
exception at first. There was a line all day at the local day employment office, so that might have something to do with 
it. At Marley’s the AC is cranking in the front but it’s sweltering in the back as we load in and meet up with the guys 
from the Two Bit Hoods. They informed us that it was just the 2 of us tonight, which was nice because we could take 
our time and spread out the sets. We went up first and by time we finished the first song I was soaked with sweat. 

When I said it was sweltering in the back, that was an understatement- it was a freakin’ oven in there. The place filled 
up as we played and by the time we finished, the place was Va full and they were really into it. We ended the set and ran 
to the sports bar section and collapsed in the AC. It never felt so good. We watched the Hoods set, a solid punk/rock 
set, and set up the merch box in front after they were done. We figured no need to do it while they were playing 
because everyone was in back. I couldn’t believe it when a line began to form as people came out from the back room 
and we ended up selling a bunch of CD’s and T-shirts. Some kid even insisted on giving us his last $2.00 for a sticker 
after his friend had just bought a pile of stuff. It was great and everyone we met was extremely nice to boot. At the end 
of the night we packed up and headed over to Gary’s house for an after party. Gary is a local music fan/promoter whom 
we met in Boston through Mark Linskey from the Hudson Falcons, and the best way to describe Gary is to say he truly 
is a 300-pound teddy beer with a glass eye, and probably one of the nicest people I’ve ever met. 

West Virginian Homemade Bourbon, Miller Highlife&nd Glass Eyes:There’s not much I can say about Gary’s 
mostly because I don’t remember much of it. Everything was fine until the homemade bourbon came out. I do 
iber guys walking around with their ball bags hanging out of their zippers, Gary rolling his eye on the floor and 
the cop showing up at about 4:00. Everything else is pretty much a blur, 
which may be a good thing. 

Jason adds: I remember, but that’s because I stayed the hell away from the 
moonshine! Well, mostly. Basically, Matt and I got there at about 2:30 am 
to all these Hillbillies (their term, not mine) throwing this huge party for us. 

These people wouldn’t look one bit out of place at a Boston or East Coast 
show, until they pulled out the pipes. Yup, they all smoke pipes! So, l was 
basically walking around, talking to people about WV. and what it was like 
to live there, and hoping Gary didn’t fall over drunk on top of me as no one 
would ever notice that I was underneath him for a few days. The police did 
me- and left- and the singer from The Hoods put one side of a handcuff 
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on himself beforeherealized he didn’t have the keys (?). I think Josh picked the lock for him later that night. Lots of 
punk rock, c ould you want? I made a. brief attempt to talk to both Josh and Matt, and 

then got a r room od s in some car he’d bought from a junkie for $150. I 

will say tfeiigy f fqpricnce, people I’ve ever met, and 

time we're out that way. 

I tried to piece together what happened the night before. I was sick and hot and I had no 

At least Pittsburgh had a promising future- we’ve done pretty well there before and have some good friends and fans 
there. We were also meeting up with our pals Blatant Finger from Ohio and playing the 31 st Street Pub, which from what 
we’ve heard is supposed to be a really cool place to play. 

Night 6 -31 st Street Pub - Pittsburgh, PA: We arrived to the 31 st to find 
them belonging to The Weekend Warriors, who were playing with us th; 
for Blatant Finger to arrive and get some direction as to what to do wit 
9:30 and we caught up with each other for a bit before the Weekend W; 
being they were the only band from Pittsburgh they would let one of us 
playing later because people knew us there. After their set, the five or six people thaFcfii 
and The Weekend Warriors came right up front and sang along. Egg from BF can make a sh< 

Weekend Warriors aren’t bad guys, we did have a good time hanging out with them afterwa 
local punk shows in Pittsburgh that night and, oh yeah, SO’s night, which apparently would g 1 
run for their money if they brought their tour to this city. We ended up playing last and only foj 
we had to shut it down and pack up. I don’t think we’ll play the 3 1 st ag m, seems likeaiyp™ 
the other side of the river were we’ve played before nowadays, but we‘(®ee. 
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Day 7- Pittsburgh, PA to me to pick up th^Mry here- Jason)Vfo spent most of the day | 

driving across Pennsylvania and I sat in the Wl^ading about the flash floods and tornadoes that had bfowfthrough the 
area the day before, thinking about the quarter sized raindrops we sl^Wthe way into Pittsburgh. This was truly the 
most boring day of travel so far- nothing to do, nothing to look at and nothing to talk about. The most excitement was 
the big Yellow Jacket 1 swatted that then fell into the wheel well in the van. For about 2 hours 1 figured it was dead, but 
when I tried to brush it out under the door it was still alive, the fucker! They guys kept laughing telling me he HAD to be 
dead now, or at least blown away on the highway. I spent the rest of the ride waiting for him to recuperate and come 
back for r^enge, and when we stopped for gas and I got out he was still alive under the door. I couldn’t believe it- 4 
hours and he was still kicking! I crushed his evil, no-dying head in the parking lot. Josh went to use the can and we 
noticed some old man waiting after him, doing the piss dance in front of the door; I couldn’t help but picture the old 
bastard trying not to vomit on himself as he took that piss after Josh defiled the Men’s room, but apparently he got sick 
ofwaiting ibd went in the ladies room instead. Smart move... We saw Club Underworld off the side ofthe highway, but 
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to a place th|| was 50 feet off the highway. 

Night 7- Clip Underworld, Sciotta Pa:This place is a complex. It’s out in the woods off the main road and apparently 
they do W Wp Wrestling and off-road dirt bike competitions here. We pull in and there are all these pavilions on the 
sides in a '\J $ with a BB~Q pint and a beer distributor warehouse and Club Underworld in the middle. We drive around 
to the back arid there are a decent amount of kids all over the place. We got added to this bill, and from what we’ve been 
told this is an all ages venue where they do both local and national acts, and tonight it’s a mix with The Krays from NYC 
headlining. I head over to talk to the Bouncer about where we bad in, and the bgisties of the show while Matt and Chris 
go to check out the beer warehouse. The bouncer is really nice- it seems these guys have all been volunteering at this 
place forever to do these shows; they treat the kids well and understand what going on with a punk show. The first band 
is just about to start playing, unfortunately the kids all seem more interested in hanging out in front than watching any of 
the local bands. Matt and Chris come back and tell us how before they had both feet in the door at the warehouse the 
owner told them that he couldn’t let them in because they were playing next door- sorry guys! The first three bands were 
sort of emo with these metal parts thrown in that just didn’t really work too welt, and wasn’t my thing at all. They were 
all pretty young though, so maybe there's hope IPifm yet; I would’ve stood out front too if I was one ofthe local kids. 
We went on fourth ana me staff had us wait for a bit while they went outside and announced the next band. Josh had 
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been walking around talking with all the kids out front and they told us that there was something like four high school 
graduations that day, so a lot of the older kids weren’t there, but a decent number of them came in while we played and 
got a circle pit going, and then after the set a bunch more kids came in and wanted to know when we were going on. The 
list of the sets times out front was buried at the end of a long list of rules and contact info for the club and they didn’t see 
it- oh well. Not a bad show nonetheless, and we played well. 1 went into this with a sore throat and was worried about 
singing, but my voice held out fine, if a little hoarse. 

We took off after we played, we all needed to get something to eat and since the business around the Club wouldn’t let 
us in we went back to town and found a place to stay, then did the old sneak in the back door thing and headed off to the 
motel restaurant The staff at the restaurant/bar were pretty cool. I guess during skiing season the place is packed, but this 
being off season they were pretty talkative and just appreciated having people in there to talk to besides each other. Josh 
got in an argument with the stand-up comic that had been doing his thing next door, but the whole day ended up pretty 
well. We crashed and got ready to leave for Philly in the morning. 

Day 8- Sciotta, PA. To Philadelphia, PA:It’s another scorcher out already. There’s basically no good way to get from 
where we are to Philly, so we have to go through all these little Amish towns with eight million stop lights and nowhere 
to get gas, and of course once we get onto the main highway into Philly it’s bumper to bumper traffic the whole way. 

I’ve never seen this road NOT a parking lot but 1 can’t figure out why. There's nothing to prevent people from driving 
the speed limit- they just don’t. 

After we figured out where the club is I suggest we head over to South Street. None of the other guys has ever been to 
Philadelphia before, so I figured that’s the best place to kill the afternoon in town. We make it about 3 A of the way down 
to the happening part of South Street and have to park the van and walk- it’s just too damn hot in there. We’re drenched 
in sweat and had had enough. I’d never been to South Street this way before- basically taking it from the beginning near 
the University, down the old part of South St. and then to the end where all the record stores and clubs were. I was 
starting to get nervous that it had changed since the last time I’d been there but after a few blocks we were in a record 
store flipping through new releases and looking at show posters for the weekend. While Josh, Matt and 1 went off to eat 
Chris hit up every record store in town, finding out of print and rare vinyl and CD’s. To top it all off as we drove back to 
the club there was a guy in front of us blasting music from his truck- which will get you a ticket in Philly- and he gets 
stuck in traffic right in front of the police station. I think the disgusted cop that came out didn’t ticket him because he 
figured the guy must have been too dumb to know any better. 

Night 8- The Rotunda, Philadelphia, PA:This is a free, all ages show put on by a collective called Sick City that does 
this as a series at the Rotunda. I’m not sure how the funding works, but I think it’s somehow from the University of 
Pennsylvania. We were playing fourth with, among others. Famous in Vegas (who’s members put on the show) and 
When in Roam who are ex-Dead Milkmen. I didn’t realize that they are literally from down the street and have a crowd 
that 1 wouldn’t expect for the Dead Milkmen, ex or otherwise. It’s a pretty good cross section of punks and skins and 
really ALL ages- from kids to older people. Some old friends of ours from South Jersey via Boston, and some newer 
friends also from South Jersey, show up and we play a pretty good show to a great crowd, apart from my wireless 
crapping out during the last two songs that l end up just singing. We ended up selling a ton of stuff as well as meeting 
some people who new some of our friends in Boston and came to see us on their recommendation. We made plans to go 
back in the fall, watched part of When in Roam- the entire crowd throws things at them through their entire set and just 
generally have a good time- and decided to k>ad up and head back to Boston just as their set ended. 

Night 8 into day 9- Philadelphia, PA. to Boston, M A: Somewhere in Connecticut at about 3 am we loose the blinkers 
in the van. At this point we’re all tired and hungry and just want to get home, so we try to keep each other awake and 
make due without the blinkers. We’ve been driving around for 8 days with the registration expired and haven’t been 
stopped once, now we have no blinkers. About 5 minutes into Massachusetts we get pulled over by a Mass. State Cop. 
Figures. We drove the length of three states in tie south, sometimes at 3 and 4 in the morning and we finally get stopped 
as soon as we get home- “welcome home, fuck you”. The Statey listens to our story, runs everyone’s license for warrants 
(asks if we have any drugs in the van, of course), and when he can’t wrap his head around why we would be driving 
around in a van playing shows (Cop: Why would you drive to Philadelphia to play a show? Us: Because that’s what we 
do, we’re in a band. Cop: Where else have you been? Why would yoii do that, you’re from Boston? Us: Because that’s 
what we do...) decides that our story is too stupid to not be true and tells us to “screw”. Which we do- straight back to 
Roxbury. 

I got home at about 6 am, and promptly couldn’t go to sleep. 

We’ll be home for most of the summer, writing and recording another record. Then we get to start doing this shit all over 
again in the fall. See ya’ then... Cheers, Suspect Device 



7/17- Portland, OR 
7/19- Boise, ID@J[ 
7/20- Salt Lake Cit' 
7/21- Denver, CO(£ 
7/22- Farmington, I 


5) Solid State w/ Monster Squad and Mindless Rebellion 
) and Friends w/Monster Squad 

, UT@Underground w/Monster Squad and Pissed On Arival 
! Garage Land w/Monster Squad 
JM@ Civic Center w/Monster Squad 


r dimingion, imivkg^ l,ivic uenter w/ivionster Cquad 
7/23- Phoenix, AZ(a)Modified Arts w/Monster Squaa 
7/25- Southgate, CA@ Community Center w/Monster Squad 
7/27- Auburn, CAcgLPTurn w/Monster Squad 


7/i7- tonight ms oaR m.sr sho//. we ro BookM problem, it tdknbd oar ro be a daytikb 
sho// Bar 4 <tood ammht oe kms c*ke oar. ir // 4 s 4 pretty nor wy 4 ad bv spk, 6 kms H4D 
pakED in mioos places in and 4RoaAD the cLas. allot oe rue B4 ads //ere H4 H$m oar at the 
strip <u)B a? the street. the m.sr saw kiadless rebellion ripped aw got tub sh 0 // 
staktbd oee Rw. ir // 4 s sapposE ro be oaR L4sr sho// //ith oaR old si a$er roAy Bar By 

THE TIKE KOaSTER S<W4D ElAlSHED IS //4S 4PP4REAT TH4T TOMY WASN'T $om TO SHOW ap. so 
oa? AEZ/ SI A<rER C4RTER TOOK TH E ST4<fE EOR rHE EIRST TIKE, 4AD A4ILED rHE //HOLE SET. //E 
H4t> 4A EXCELLEaT CROWD 4A/D- 4 <rRE4T TIKE. 4ETER rHE SHOW C$pK) 4LL OE rHE B4ADS WEaT B4<K 
TO rHE KIADLESS REBELLIOA HOaSE 4AD P4RTIED OmTIL TUB E4RLV KARAJAN. 4AD IT*S AOT 4 <rOOD 

P4p.ry in poptl4a/d without 4 <jood fight 4/vd By rHE tike rHE ai<tht W4S over 4 km leet with 
4 sERioas concession. rHE rest oe rHE A/KHr slowlv died do// a; with 4 <wy gbtting his teeth 
pauLED By 4 P4/R oe Rasry pliers 4 a/d 4 BarrER ka/iee. 4 ll in all, a gkbat show 4 a/d 4 <tood 

P4Rry. OH 4 A/D DaRlA/^ 4 B4A/D PHOrO AT rHE P4Rry SOKEOAE Lir Z4CkS B4A/D4A/4 OA EIRE //HILE ir 
W4S Ia his B4<k POCKBT -AUSTIN 

7 / 16 - //e EoaA/D oar rnis koraia^- rH4r oaR sbattlb sho// //4s macelled. //e scr4kbled ro 
«et 4 mst H^arE sho// par together, Bar ro ao 4V4il. boaster s<w4d //EAr iAro 
Do//Aro//A poRrL4AD ro cHEck oar rHE record stores 4ad the re st oe as 4re jasr rel4kia^ 

4ETER L4ST Al^HT. WE’VE <rOT TO GB T SOKE L4ST MN07~B ERR4ADS DOAE 4AD TPY TO TR4Ck DO//A 

4 B4ss 4 kp eor koaster soa4D.-jasriA 

mats ap. < 5 -ood ol* eishaets here, so the roaR officially bbgins roD4y. i H4TE roaR Bar i*k 

PREm y 4KPED ON TAKING KOASTER S0a4D OA THE R04D ‘C^SE THEV’RE COOL EOLkS 4AD THEy 
EacklA^ RIP. I 4LSO RE4LLy LlkE oaR caRREAT UAE-aP. SO TONIGHT //E ROCk BOISE. I'LL CHECk IA 

L4TER.-Z4C 

YBAH, IT'S KE 4<r4lA, 4BOar 2 HOaRS L4rER 4AD I EEEL LlkE BITCHIA*. irs //ICkED EacklA* HOT RKfHT 
AO// 4AD WE’RE STILL IA ORE<fOA. I H4TE TOaR. //HEA //E $ET TO 4RJZOA4 4AD OTHER SacH 

pieces, //e K4y jasr spoat 4 AEoasLy coKBasr. irs ^oaa4 sack Bar. mvbe i c^a eiad soke cool 

SA4kES OR LJZ4RDS. 4S LONG 4S //E ST4k CLE4R OE ANY VEAOKOaS CREEPy 



CR4//LIES.-Z4C 


7/19- TUB DRIVE ro BOISE MS RE4LLk HOT. //E <rOT TO THE 
VEAaE TO L04D IA 4 AD H 4 D HOPES OE SOKE 4 |R CONDITIONING 

Bar ro ao 4V4il. the sho// grazed out to be 4llot oe Eaw 

4 AD 4 <rOOD 4KOaAT OE YOOnG k IDS SHO//ED aP. IT SEEKED 
TH4T PLAYING IN BOISE ALLOT OVER THE yE 4 RS H 4 S FINALLY 
P4ID OEE. //E //EAT B4Ck TO SOKE <f|RLS HOaSE TO SHO//ER 
4AD REP4Ck THE V4A. //E HIT THE R04D 4ROaAD HDNlGHT AND 
HE4DED TO SLC TO TRy 4 AD BE4T THE HBAT.-MSTIn 

this is Ky eirst JoaRA4L bntky. 1 gdbss it took ke 4 

//HILE TO GBT 4ROaAD TO DOING IT. R IGHT AO// 4LL I C4A S4y 
IS TH4T I LOVE BElA<f IA 4 B4AD. I RE4LLV C4A‘T THlAk OE 
ANYTHING I'd R4THER DO. I’K 17 AND |*K, OA Ky 2AD Z/EST 

co4sr roaR. this is re4llv 4 dre4k to ke. jasr BBING ON 

THE R04D //ITH <tOOD ERIEADS. DRIVIA^ 4LL Al<rHT //ITH THE 

R4Dio oa. this is Ky Dary. 



this is kv muQotsTi i thimk the oalv rnm i ^ .^ - . 

DOa'T LIKE, IS 7W IT IS SaKKEk AND PWVMtf ; ' J, ' J. ^ J, « \ 

SHOWS IM 100 DE^kEE CLUBS IS A H4 kD JOB. I’LL *\ % ' 

STILL PL4V KV H4kDEST 4AD <rlVE THE 4aDIEACE 4 \J# 4 

SHOW TH4T THEV H4VE P4JD rok, ? kIDS OR > ,' «P v 

?oo kiDS. i win always rkv ro do kv best aJ # ; 

BEC4asE i kAow how H4kD it is rok soke kiD ro \ #L.« * 4 

sck4? a? 7 Bikks jasr ro see paAk kock. iast mV w* v 

umr in am 1 W 4 S oa the veme of umk v ^Sflr fw'; 

P4ssja<t oar ok pakiMr rok ExH4asrioA Bar, * 1 . wM i 

I'll DO IT 4<r4lA AMD 4^41 A. I THlAk THE BEST THJM5- ’ 3 "*<•'■ 

/s jasr <toia<t ro 4 ll or these cit/es 4ad i, * , • \ 

KEETlA* SOKE or THE COOLEST PjHkS AMD SklMS. > • vJ ft' 

UkE WHEA WE 30 TO SOKE PL4CE 4AD WE H4VE AO j. ^ QL i 

puce ro ST4V, these people jasr COKPLETELV 

DkOP WH4TEVEk THEV 4kE DOlA<r AMD <rlVE US <■ I | \ 

SHELTEk, rOOD 4AD kESTkOOK FACILITIES. IT AUST < f ■*'- -f « 

BLOWS KV KlAD 4AD K4kES KE EEEL SO ‘ ••*■*- • * ‘ - * 

COKPLETELV TH4A/kraL EOk EVEkVOAE or THESE 
PEOPLE WHO WEUOKE aS lATO THEJk HOKES.- WJS 

7/20- WE <rOT 1A/TO SLC 4T 64K. WE <rOT TO T4V‘S HOaSE <P04) AMD ms E4KILV W4S TOTALLY 
<rEA/EkOaS. WE 4LL SLEPT OMTIL AOOA, TOOk SHOWEkS, 4AD <rOT kE4DV EOk THE DAY. TAY'S KOK 
<rOT CEkE4L rok EVEkVBODV 4AD K4DE SakE EVEkVOAE W4S rED. 4 rEW or as K4DE 4 TklP TO 
W4k CEATEk 4AD WE SCOkED 4LLOT 0E STarr rok aADEk $50 BEC4aSE K47T ^KOASTEk S0a4D) 
<rOT as 4A EKPLOVEE DlSCOjMT. WE <rOT 4 ^)T4k k4Ck TH4T HOLDS 7 ^a/T4kS. WHILE WE WEkE 
^OAE, T 4V S KOK BOa<rHT 4 BaACH Or BBO STarr 4AD 4LL or THE ms <rOT WELL rED. WE <tOT B4Ck 
TO THE HOaSE. PKkED EVEkVOAE aP 4AD WEAT TO THE CU)B. EVEkVOAE kEPT SAYlM^r THAT THEkE 
WOt)LD BE 4LL0T or kIDS THEkE, BaT H4kDLV 4AV0AE SHOWED aP . THE SHOW ST4kTED 4T 9 4AD 
THEkE W4S 4 DECEAT CkOWD EOk 4LL or THE B4ADS EVEA THOa^H AO OAE D4ACED. / k4A lATO 4A OLD 
rkiEAD 4AD H4D 4 <rOOD TiKE HAM$M 0 DT WITH HJK. TOK T4LkED SOKE m.l IMTO &DYlM$ DS All A 
PIZZA. 4ETEk WE 4TE WE L04DED aP, WEAT B4Ck TO T4V’S HOaSE TO SHOWEk 4AD WE HIT THE k04D 
awm.-MSTIm 

SO OACE 4^4/A / H4VEA‘T SLEPT lA 2 D4VS. BaT JER.EKV 4AD CHkJS H4VE BEEA aP THE WHOLE TIKE 4S 

well, it rackiA^ sacks, i H4TE whea this shit happzms. 4avw4v the show ia boise rakAED oar 

TO BE PkETTV ^OOD EVEA THOa^H WE THOa^HT IT WOaLD sack WHEA WE <fOT THEkE. WE HaA^- oar 
4T SOKE CHKkS HOaSE rok 4 BIT 4rTEk THE SHOW 4AD THEA DkOVE STk4|^HT TO S4LT L4kE CITV. 

TH4T pl4ce rackiA^ sacks. Bar the people we st4Ved with WEkE r.E4LLv aice. we st4Ved with 

THIS ^av T4V WHO PL4VS ^aiT4k rok PISSED OA 4kklV4L, WHICH IS the B4AD TH4T WE PL4VED WITH. 
SO WE ST4VED WITH HIK 4AD HIS KOK 4AD THEV’kE 12^4 DED SO THEV H4VE THIS Ha^E klCk4SS HOaSE 
AMD THEV LET as Ck4SH EVEA THOa<rH WE SHOWED aP 4T UkE 6 lA THE KOkAlA<r. THEV BOa^HT aS 
BEEk 4AD 4LL or THE ElklA^S rok 4 SEklOaS BBO. THE SHOW klAD or SackED BEC4aSE IT W4S so 
HOT IA THE VEAaE THAT WE LOST All or oak EAEk<rV 4rTEk UkE ? SOA^S 4AD I THoa^HT I W4S 
(rOMMAPASS oar. WE 4LS0 THOa^HT THEkE W4S SOKE SkETCHV STarr ^OIA^ OA WITH THE SklAHE4D 
IA PISSED OA 4kklV4L 4AD TH4T WE WEkE <tO)A<t TO H4VE TO ri^HT, WHICH WOaLD H4VE SackED C4aSE 
WE kE4L.LV UkE THE ^aVS IA THE 84AD. BaT, IT W4S WOkkED oar 4AD THE CD. ISIS W4S 4VEkTED. so 
AOW WE kE OA oak W4V TO DEAVEk.-Z4C 

7/2/- irs /O 4K 4AD WE viasr ^OT TO DEAVEk. WE CAM'T &T a HOLD or THE PkOKOTEk SO WE 4kE 
SlTTlMjr IM A DlkT DklVEW4V IA THE HE4T, TkVlA<r TO riAD 4 HoaSE TO ^0 TO. WE Jasr roaAD oaf 
TH4T THE EXPLODIA^- HE4kTS, 4A0THEk B4AD rkOK P0kTL4AD, <rO T IA 4 C4k WkECk THIS KOkAlA^ 
4AD?0r THEK DIED. AOAE Or aS kAEW THEK PEkS0A4LLV. BaT WE 4kE 4LL kE4LLV BaKKED. I 

^ess we kE (fom to ^et 4 kotel. - jasriA 

T0D4V WE T4P THE kOCklES. kOLLlA^ IATO DEAVEk C0L0k4D0. IT SEEKED UkE THE DkIVE WOaLD 
r'" < T'U --r: , • AEVEk EAD. WEDDED BETWEEA kIP 4AD TH0K4S 

^ , * WITH 4 raLL CH4k^E LE4VES LITTLE kOOK EOk 

C4TCHJA^ zzrs. WE KET THE KOASTEk SQa4D 
i bovs 4T the VEAaE 4ad sokTED oar THE BaSlAESS 
or THE D4V. TH4AkS TO KOASTEk SQa4D TOK‘S 
v ^k4ADK0THEk WE kEL4XED |A ? SEP4k4TE HOTEL 
■ kOOKS, OA THE COADITIOA TH4T WE AOT kaiA THE 
/ PL4CE. DEAVEk, 4LTH0a<rH HOTTEk TH4A THE DEVIUS 
; DKk IA 4 P4lk Or THEkK4L SPEEDOS, H4S THE 
i AKEST WE4THEk SO r4k. I W4S 4CTa4LLV 4BLE TO 
, ST4V oarsiDE rok exteaded PEkioDS or tike 
Jk WITHOUT <TE7TlA<r K4J0k BaTT SWE4T. WE 4LL 
A4PPED 4AD SHOWEkED THEA SPED Orr TO THE 
S W4kEH0aSE. WE WEkE kE4LLV STOkED TO SEE 
* TH4T 4LL0T or THE PaAk kIDS WEkE H4A<flA<r OUT 
A OUTSIDB or THE VEAaE. I Dk4Ak KV SH4kE or rkEE 
, , . ... — W - ^ f •* P4BST 4AD SKOkED 4LL or KV C|^4kE7TES. TH4AkS 

■ . iv. ..i-, .1- . ■ . *-• TO DEAVEkS Hl^-H ALTITUDE THE BEEk SEEKED 

ESPECI4LLV PQTEAT. 4ETEk THE OPEAlAfr B4AD THE 



f*OwSTek SQUAD GUYS TOOK THB STAGB 4WD SUCCBSSFULLY *4DE Tae*SeLVeS A TOUGH ACT TO FOLLOW. 

raew we PL4vet> ook ser 4wt> owes again i racket a? *v 4wkLes 4 /v/d ra4wks ro *v sairrv voow$ 
lungs, i found ir DiencoLr ro Bke4ra. rue kit>s kbspondbd weLL. rae *ix or ckosrv kit>s 4wi> 
rue t>o<r root) wrokV opwiwd *4De 4 *4LOt>okoos srewcn ra4T see*et) ro $-er srkow«-ek 4 wd 
srkow<rek as rae wi^ar wewr ow. 4 ll or rae CARNAL clo ms in rae wokLt) c4wwor bqual rae 
raw or moww e*prv seek C4ws 4r ro* ^*owsrek sQ04t». rae *s powk s akb staying 4 r rae 
aoret rowi<rar 4 s we Be4r rae &esekr ae4r bv hbading oar tonight 4rrek hitting ap soke 
sekioos dbnny's action. Looks tike irs biscuits aw gkaw rok old bww roM^ar. aoperoLLv 1 
c4a/ sw4ke 4 co*ry se4r in rae V4w.-Bki4w 
r* Dk0wki-.seke*v 

we «or kesreD ap 4 wd <ror so*e <ae4P pjzz 4. we <?-or ro rae <LaB ow ri*e 4 wd raeke was 
4Lke4t>v 4 ^ood cd.owd oar rkowr. rae clob W4S 4 Bi<r W4keaoose 4 wd rae saow W4S 4ttor or 
raw. 4Ltor or kiDS kwew wao we weke 4/vt> we did ke4LLV weLL ow *ekca. we 4LL a4D 4LLor or 
bnbkgy aw rae cpowd W4S g^bat. 4rrek rae show so*e rk4veLek 5T4kre& 4 war. TkooBLe 

FOLLOWS US {-AUSTIN ^ ^ 

aev, we aust PL4Vet> Dewvek, B4D ass..jt was a dkunkbd P4krv rko* rae gbt go. peopte weke 
ke4LLV cool excepr so*e srkeer kids talking shit about evekvowe. it nbbd with owe or rae* 

GBTTING W.AGGBD OUT BV THIS BLONDB chic k BV HIS B4CkP4Ck 4WD WHew ae W4S outsidb ae GOT 

fucking kocket> Bec40se ae W4S still bbing a cunt, so*eowe hit aiK B4ckeD 4W4V. ae W4S still 4 
c unt, so*eowe bl sb hit Hi*. raew ae finally lbft. oraek TH4w that. 4LL or rae B4 wds weke 

rack iw* hocking oar. bww 

r-T " , < ~*r* < < — r * ;< --'•r* * r%L .< '~*TZ especMLLV/ ae was 

• 1 m -^2 ^ ^ ' ^ ^ % ,* AUWPInG AKOUND 4Wt> 


r-T " ^ *-^r * < r^T_i .< — d especMLLVi ae W4S 

* 1 L. ^ ^ ^ AUf^PlNG AKOUnD 4WD 

VI ***** } fais"caK^^a^ek%o* 

|| ^ Jka* smJJ^rakew 4 

CFIiInG AW S GLASS WB Jr B 

Bp Jm evekvwaeke. oeriwireLV 4 

n V .. kot>4k *o*ewr. *owsrek 

Mi ja&m . SQUAD FUCKIN' kOCk eD| AND 

M mm w 'Wmp % / 1 got kind of dh.Unk. so 

^ jJttj 4LL IN ALL. TONIGHT WAS A 

If 1 JL 1 ^ K 4 . ‘ BUCKIN GKBAT NIGHT l-CHHJS 

U Jr ' - cakkewrLV rae B 4 wt> 

f : see*s stkongbh. than 

M ■^W' T _ - 4 evek. irs ke4LLV ro Be 

I ■ ■ pjkT^or^^uviw^rokce 

^ w j ot^NBW &7 b^?Ib a 

l. , ' ^ _ - ;i aa^e 4sser. raev 4ke 

( -jfT— — tT— . -Jr— ; - 'T > ’T • t * ^ke4T 4 wd co*PLereLV 

v * ’ . .^v* *J?-‘ , . - Dr&K4Tet> waica Mkes *e 

reeL Like rae we4kek link. 

sbbing as how m wor sake if i want to not go back to school, going to coLLe^e woau> 
PkoB4BLV cke4re so*e aakTLes ra4r rae B4 wd woan> a4ve ro ja*P 0 vek. and sbbing all rae 
ri*es oak uwe-ap a4S ca4w^& 4Lke4t>v r* we4kv ra4r rae kesr or rae reLL4‘s woaL&w»r 
aesir4re to *ove ow wiraoar *e, 1 sappose irs rais attitudb that Mkes *e rae pw*e takgbt 
rok T4kiw^ sekioas ae4r rko* 4 ll rae oraek Bovs, ir it wasn't eok rae 25 mnutbs a night 1 
a4Ve TO GBT OUT ALL *V FRUSTRATIONS. BUST ap *V BQUIVKBNT and LATBLY. H.UIN *v 4wkLeS. I 
think it mght Be 4LLor a4kt>ek ro dismiss 4llot or rae sair shooting rakoa^-a *v Bk4iw. ki^ar 
NOW r* TIKBD. DlF.TY, UNCOKFOKTABLB, hot and on *v way TO bbing BkOke. WVO HnG socks Bar I 
Boa^ar cool ^L4sses.-Bki4w 

this is rae raikD night that 1 havbn't slbpt in rae C4k. irs 4 ll war. ’coz 1 a4ve iwso*wi4. so 1 
mst rkv to aeLP oar and bb wing wn, gnb dikbctions aw shit likb that . 1 ke4LLV mss a4Viw 
4 B4rakoo*. saowek, kitchbn, washing Mcaiwe, bct...but. whatbvbk. it see*s Like we 4ke srock 

lw 4 BIT OF TRAFFIC IN THB MDDLe Or NOWHBH.B. *4W O’ *4W C0L0k4&0 IS 4 Be40T. I’* LOOklW^ 

rokW4kt> to cruising down rok*ek koore 666. i aope i see so*e rke4kV sair. ir woold Be 
cool ir we wbnt ro 4ke4 si 4 lso. r* jasr iw rae *ood to see southing that woold T4ke rae 
cokL oar or *v war a4ik. oraek ra4w ra4r i got so*e wew ^L4sses <gnbn to *e rko* Z4c, 
which was gnbn to a i* bv PaiL rko* *owsrek S004&, 4 wd i raiwk i Love raese ^L4sses. 4 llot. 
4woraek thing about rae* is that raey 4ke W4V Berrek ra4w bkian's. i will w4*e *y ^L4sses 

7/22- THB Dkive ro wew *exico W4S nicb. it was coldbh. than it had bbbn L4reLV. we got into 

FAKhlNGTON , W* AH.OUND NOON AND WBNT TO OOk FHJBND LBSLIB'S aO USB. IT WAS A HO DBGKBBS AW 

shb told *e sae a4D ac but it tuh.nbd o or ro Be Bkokew. so 4woraek aor mv sitting akound 
waiting to PL4V 4 saow. it tuh.ns out that raeke a4Sw’r Beew 4 saow iw rais town rok v 




VE4KS. //E L04DED INTO THE CLUB 4A/D IT W4S jS*-* . ^ , ^arf , ~^r — *r" , -sr- , — Sr * ,, *=*»». 

mzi an\> to rop ir orr, ir md cold *. hell * ^ ^ j 

VE4HI 4KO0a/d 200 kiDS show OP 4a/d z/e '* “ — - — — mm 

pwved k&uxv //ell. the took kootja/e h*s l - ■c—r-v , 

beea/ ro dkive nmt ro BE4r the HE4r, 4 a/d k 
TKV ro SLEEP 4 EE// HOOKS beeoke THE SHO//. 1 
SO //E S4ID <rOODBVE ro LESLIE 4A/D HIT THE 

Kow.-josm r 

7/2?- <tod wni, rHE dkive // 4 S nor. ir // 4 S 2 *k \i 

4A/D 100 DECREES 0 0T. //E <rOT INTO PHOEA /IX , 

4KO0A/D I04K, SOEEEKED |A/ THE HE4T, THEA/ TKIED 
ro ElA/D 4 KOTEL. //E EOOA/D OA/E BOr 4S //E I. 

//EKE L04DlA/<r IA/ THEV S4// rH4r THEKE //4S d 
OE OS. SO THEV <HVE os OOK KOA/EV B4CK 4 a/D i I 
K4DE OS LE4VE. 4ETEK 4A/ HOOK OE DKIVlAtf f, 

4KO0A/D IN rHE HE4r //E EIA/4LLV EOOA/D 4 KOTEL. > 

//E CK4A/KED OP rHE 4C 4A/D //E 4LL rOOK A/4PS • , 

EOK 4 COUPLE OE HOOKS. fOwWITS SHO// Z/4S » ,jk_ * x. • 7*^ 

THE S4KE 4S THE EIEA/D EEST, SO //E KE4LLV ^ ' 

Wt>A/T kA/O// mAT ro EXPECT. HO//EVEK rHE SHO// //4S 4//ESOKE. rHEKE //4S rHKEE H4K&COKE 
B4A/DS, rHKEE POA/k B4A/DS 4A/D 4 Bl<r CKO//D. rHE kIDS H4D 4LL0r OE EA/EK<rV. EXCEPT rHE 
"SklA/HEWS*’ rHEKE //EKE BE|A/<r DKkS 4A/D kA/OCklA/<r OVEK ^/KLS. orHEK TH4A/ rH4r, rHE SHO// //4S 
4 BL4ST. 4ErEK rHE SHO//. rHE B4A/DS //EA/r ro 4 P4KrV. KE 4A/D kKISr/A/ //EA/r B4Ck ro rHE 
KOTEL.-J0STIA/ 

i*k t>KOA/ki-JosriA/ 

7/2V- VE4H. SO rOD4V ST4KTED OEE EOCklA/ $KE4T. //ELL. LEr KE KE//IA/D 4A/D rELL VOO 4BO0r 
VESTEK&4V. rHE 2?KD. //E 4KKIVED IN HO T 4 SS PHOEA/IX 4A/D LOOkEH EOK HOrELS ro STAY IN (IN 
OOlN<r SO. //E S4// SOKE DODE TAKING HIS PKOSTirOrE ro HIS KOOK). //E <rOT SOKE SLE4ZV HOrEL, 
CHILLED EOK 4 //HILE 4A/D rHEA/ //EA/r rO rHE SHO// 4A/D 0A/LO4DED OOK EQOIPKEA/T. POA/X ST4KTED 
SHOZ/lAtf OP. //E TKJED ro SHOOr rHE BKEEZE, TALK 4 A/D BE EKIEA/DLV 4A/D rHEV KfA/OKED os. rHEA/ 
//E PL4VED 4A/D //EA/r ro rHE 4BI0rX HOOSE (rH4r //E PL4VED //irH E4KLIEK) 4 A/D P4KriED H4KDI //E 
W B4Ck ro rHE HOrEL 4KO0A/D 64K. P4SSED oor EOK 4 //HILE rHEA/ //EA/r ro THIS <rJKL 
STEPH4A/IE»S HOOSE. HEK HOOSE //4S DEElA/irELV rHE Hi^HLI^Hr OE rHE rOOK. //E SHO//ED OP 4A/D 
IKKEDWrELV JOKpED |A/ rHE POOL 4A/D ST4KrED DKlA/klA/^. rHE KOKE DKOA/k //E W rHE KOKE EOA/ 

//e //eke mm. yzLim o or ” spkiaht BKE4k 200?, schools eocwa/^ oorr, //hile beek BON$m 

//irH POOL (LBANtm HOSES. //E ST4KrED rHKO//lA/<r L4//A/ CH4IKS lA/rO rHE POOL (4A/D KIDIA/^ BlkES 
IA/ rHE POOL). //E //EKE BBO’lA/. L40<fHlA/<r, 4A/D H4VIA/^ 4 ^KE4r riKE. rHEA/ ir C4KE riKE EOK OS ro 
LE4VE. BEEOKE STEPH4A/IE‘S KOK SHO//ED OP. SO TO K4Kk OOK rEKKirOKV. SOKEOA/E rOOk 4 SHIT 

in rHE pool 4a/d ir soA/k ro rHE bottok ukE rHE titanic. rHEA/ //e LErr 4a/d he4ded ro rHE loc4l 

OLIVE ^4KDEA/ (Z/HEKE EVEKV0A/E»s E4KILV) 4A/D C4KrEK //4S STILL 
PISS DKOA/k. //E //4LkED IN THEKE. SOKE TENSIONS C4KE 4BO0T 
gK 4A/D C4KTEK THKE// HIS CH4IK 4CK0SS THE E4TlA/<r 4KE4. 4A/D 

f //EA/r STK4J^Hr EOK THE B4K. HE T4LkED TO SOKE VIETA/4K 
life % VETEK4A/ EOK 4 LOA/^ TIKE //HILE HE DK4A/k 12 KOKE BEEKS. 

if BV THE TIKE Z/E LEET HE //4S SO T^A/kED TH4T HE ST4KTED 

fe Wm • mm THE //4ITKESSES HO^S ^OODBVE. HE EKE4kED OOT OA/E 

p L4DV //ITH 4 B4BV Z/HEA/ he 4PPK04CHED HEK 4A/D ^4VE HEK 
4 HO^. Z/E //EKE rHEA/ kICkED OOT OE THE OLIVE ^4KDEA/. 
Z/E HOPPED B4Ck INTO THE V4A/ 4A/D PKOCEEDED OA/ OOK 
d HOOK DKIVE Z/ITH A/0 4IK CONtHTIONim. //E 

Ifc 4KKIVED IA/ L.4. 4A/D <rOT 4 HOTEL KOOK. BKI4A/ 4A/D I 

I mPL^ ^or srock sleeps ia/ the V4a/. so oa/ oa/e coold 
M iltfiliWiill 'iiiiilrti Wfc T 9«W STE4L OOK EQOJPKEA/T. IT SOckS Ia/ THE V4A/. //hea/ 

E* VOO SPEA/D THE K4JOHJTV OE THE D4V IN THE 

. Vlt|k V4A/...VO0 CEKT4IA/LV DOA/T Z/4A/T TO SLEEP |A/ IT. 

so HEKE I 4K IN THE V4A/, A/O SHO//EK. NO AC, 

m jost this pea/ 4a/d P4pek 4a/d rH4rs //heke i 

LE4VE OEE.-CHKIS 

1 f W *BT OP 4A/D CHECkED OOT OE THE KOTEL 

1 W 4KO0A/D I04K 4A/D BK4VED THE HOT DKIVE TO 

i P % ■ SOKE <WKLS HOOSE. 4PP4KEA/TLV HEK KOK //4S 

“ m <rOA/E EOK THE D4V. SO SHE lA/VITED OS 4LL 

OVEK. SHE H4D BOOZE. 4 POOL 4A/D 4 BBO. 
EVEKVTHlAtf ST4KTED OEE ^KE4T. //E DID ALLOT 
OE SZ/IKKIA/^ 4A/D 4LLOT OE DKlA/klA/^. SOOA/ 

r EA/OO^H THIA/^S ST4KTED &TTm oor OE H4A/D. 

THIA/^S SOOA/ KOVED TO BEEK BOA/^S K4DE OOT 
OE 4 TOBE OSED EOK THE POOL CLE4A/EK. 
C4KTEK KODE 4 BlkE INTO THE POOL. SHOKTLV. 
4ETEK 4LL OE THE L4//A/ EOKA/ITOKE EA/DED OP 








stapted ejr.es. it was &ttm tike 
ro le4Ve 8sc4asE rns <tjrj-s kok 

WAS ON HSR. WAY HOKE. SO MSON 
'KOnSTEP SQ()4t>) TOOK A $S0 
COLLATION AND TOOK A D(JK? IN THE 
POOL. WE LEBT and TO OND rwr OOR. 
AC DIDN'T WOPK 4WD if W4S STILL 
WELL OVER. 100 DE^R.EES. WE WENT 

to the ouvs <mr.De/v ro chjll oar 
esroR.s rns drjve ro m. soke 

DPOnKENNESS TOLLOm D, ALON$ 

with captep dunking the kost 
beers in ?o kinotes. rns drjve ro 

H V/4S R.E4LLV HOr. WB $OT INTO 
HOLLYWOOD ApOOND ?4K, $OT A 
KOrSL 4/vD BlNALLY <rOT TO SLEEP.- 

mstin 

I'K DR.a/Vk.'-JER.EKV 

//as- v/e cHsckSD oar or oaR. 

Korst ?0 KINOTES LATB AND HE4DED 
TO KELROSE rOR. A <rOOD OLD 
BASHION R .BALITY CHSCk. SEEJ/V<r BAKE 
RJCH PEOPLE B WM L4KE TPENDY 
BASHION K4kES KB REEL BETTEP 


4Boar kvsele. wb poondbd ap soke wds and told thek 4Boar rns show. kelr.ose was ho ti la 

was HOT! EVEPYWHEPB WB'slB BEEN H4S BS bn SOP SR. Hor. WE’D TPY TO BS AT TPABBIC BOT 
aPPaD.BnTLY LA ALWAYS HAS TPABBIC. SO IT TOOK AN HoaR. TO DRJVE 20 KILES.JN THB HEAT....WITH 
NO AC. WB tor LOST and BNDBD aP IN COMPTON. TOPnS OOT TH S SHOW DIDN'T ST APT BOP ANOTHEP 
2 HOaR-S. SO WB KICKBD IT In SOUTH CBNTPAL. THB SHOW WAS COOL. WB PL4VED WITH ALLOT 0? E4ST 

la ska/ponk bands, soke or m sk^ kids didn't like as. Bar rHE MooRjrv or rns <r.owd was 

COOL. TH ER.E WAS ALLOT or TIGHTS OOT BPONT and AS IT GOT DAPK, TENSIONS pan HIGH. THEPB was 
ALLOT or tANtSTEPS AND PONKS. THIS WAS THE VTH r/KE WB PL4VED IN SOOTH CBNTPAL AND WB 4R.E 
FINALLY STAPTm TO (rBT PECOCrNlZBD. irS COOL WHB N k IDS ST APT NOTION* VOa. ESPECJ4LLV IN A 
SCBNB or MAINLY HISPANIC BANDS. ABTBP WB PLAYED WE L04DED OP AND SPLIT. THEN WE HEADBD BOP 

CAPTEP'S HOMETOWN VACAVlLLEiMH-tOSTlN 

TK DR.a/V/ki-^ER.EKV 

rHE BOLLSHIT LEVEL Or THIS BAND. IN K V KIND, HAS PEACHED AN ALL TIKE PINNACLE IN HEIGHTS. 
OPINIONS 4R.E NOT PESPECTED, AND IT SEEKS AS rHOa^H rHE DEK0CR.4rJ< PR.OCESS, OE WHICH A BAND 
SHOOLD BE PON, H4S D/S4PPE4R.ED, UkE OaR. Cj^4R.E7TS Ba7TS.....0ar THE WINDOW. I'VE 4LW4VS H4D 
AN ATTITODE or SEBm BAND t^ATES AS r4KJLV, Bar SOKE V4RJ4BLES IN THE $PO0P SEEKER TO HAV E 
4D0PrSR 4 DIBTBPBNT ATTITODE, PONNlN$ KOR.E ON PBPSONAL CONVENlENCB BXPPESSED BY NON~ 

NE40T1ABLE OPINIONS. 
THE //HOLE riKE l 
HAVE TPIED TO 
BPlNt- THE BVIDBNCB 

or THIS OOT into 
THE open, only TO 
(rBT PBSPONSBS 
THAT ApB NOTHIN <r 
orHER. THAN pbtty 
PBPSONAL ATTACKS. 
WHILB AT THE S4KE 
TIKB, l 4K BElN^r 
LECTOPED ABOOT 
PESPECT, AND HOW I 
HAVE NONE. WHEN I 
BIPST hOlNBD THIS 
BAND, I H4D NOTHIN $ 
BOT LOVE AND 
PBSPECT BOP THE 

people in it. Bar, l 

BELIEVE THAT 
PESPECT IS "VVE 
AND TAKE". IT 
BECOKES KOR.E AND 
KOR.E APPAPBNT 
THAT IN THIS B and 
PESPECT KBANS 
"DON'T ASK 
QOBSTIONS and do AS 


mm ftmvmii 



i S4V". kv patience is punning as thin as kv w4llet. in 4K ser/ouslv coNTEKPL4TJN<r mwa# 

THESE DATES IN C4LIEOPNI4 KV LAST SHOWS WITH THE ESC4PED. I MV <r0 DO EXACTLY WHAT SOKE 
KEK8ERS IN THIS B and TPIED TO convince KE NOT TO D0....G0 84Ck TO WORk AND SEWN COLLEGE. 

there is nothing i want kore than to play kisk with the escaped kv entipe liee. however, 

THE BAND , Like EVERVTHiAtf , H4S TO $0 THROUGH A EEW CHANGES. IN PORTLAND, THE- POnYI/SYlINHEAD 
SCENE , IN by EYES , IS ABOUT VOUA/<rER k JDS PESPECTING THE OLDER PEOPLE ON THE SCENE, AND IN 
PETOPN, THEY WILL LEAPn THE PIGHT WAY TO DO THINGS WITHIN THE SCENE. In THE ESCAPED, IT 
SEEKS THAT IT is ALbOST THE OPPOSITE. THE YOUNG kiDS T9.Y TO RESPECT OLDER WS THAT 
TPEAT THEb, LIPE SHIT. KO ST Of THE PEOPLE IN THIS Band 4 RE <rRE4T PEOPLE AS WELL AS 
bOSlCIANS. I DO NOT WANT TO USE SPECIFIC NAbES OR EX4KPLES. I DON'T kA/OW WHY. THE EnTPY l 
HAVE JUST WP ITTEN WILL PR0B4BLy BE RE4D AND TOPN OUT Of THIS Book BEfORE ANYONE fROK 

THE PUBLISHER SETS THEIP HANDS ON IT~BPIAN< Look, BRi4A/ THINPS HE'S Ann EPAnY. 

SObETlbES RKH kiDS DON'T ONDEPSTAND. irs H4RD TO LOOSE THE SiLVER SPOON! 

7 / 26 - fOD4V WE went TO CAPTEP'S PAPEnTS HOUSE AND GOT TO CATCH UP ON SOKE SLEEP. CAPTEP 
H4D 4LL Of HIS BOYS OVER <KOSTLV HATED SYInS) AND IT QUKkLV TOPnED INTO a cpAZY DPOnPEn 
PAPTY. PEOPLE STA9TED TH9.0WM EACH OTHER INTO THE HOT TUB fULLV CLOTHED. WE Took 4 <rOOD 
<rROUP PHOTO. I THINP WE bAY BE ALL OUT Of fiLK IN THE TOUR C4KER4. HOPEfULLV THERE’S ONE 
LETT fOR TOKORROW NIGHTS SHOW. I H4D 4LL0T Of EON TODAY JUST YlCYlN' IT AND PELAXING. I 
HOPE TOKORROW H4S 4 <rOOD CROWD. -JUSTIN 

7 / 27 - TONlwrS SHOW WAS RE4LLV L4KE.DEfiA/4TiLLV THE WORST SHOW WE PL4VED ON TOUR. 
C4RTER H4D 4 SERiOUS BURN ON HIS EOOT BECAUSE HE STEPPED ON A HOT C04L 4T HiS 8B0. SO HE 
W4 Sn’T INTO the SHOW AT ALL. B9JAN BROkE 4 ST9JNG and HIS SECOND G0IT4P WASN'T W09KING 
SO HE BORROWED KONSTER S0U4DS tOITAP AND IT SOUNDED L4KE. CHRiS PL4VED PRETTY ROU<rH AND 
ZACS V0C4LS kEPT C-OTTIN* OUT. I DROPPED KV ^U/T4R AND KESSED UP 4 EEW TIbES. THE CROWS 
W4S L4KE AND JUST S4T A POUND STAPJNG AT US. KOA/STER SQU4D PL4VED RE4LLY WELL, THE CROWD 
STILL SUckED THOUGH. IT WAS THE LAST SHOW ON THIS TOUR. WE 4RE <rOM B4Ck TO CARTERS TO 
P4Ck AND HIT THE R04D. ZACY PiTCHED A E IT BECAUSE WE WANTED TO EAT BEfORE WE LEfT, BUT WE 
went anyways, it BOTHERS he HOW NEGATIVE HE IS. ALL he DOES IS CObPLAlN. OH WELL. I H4D 4 
BL4ST ON THIS TOUR. IT WAS THE BEST ONE YET. WE GE T HOKE SOON AND $ET 2 WEEkS Off, then 
WE HIT THE R04D fOR 4 fULL US TOOPUhSOSTlN 

WELL, IT Looks LikE i PULLED 4 A/OTHER 4LL~A/tfHTER ON THE R04D. IN SOKE W4VS l LOVE BElN$ ON 
THE R04D, BUT in OTHER W4VS l JUST WANNA GO B4Ck HOKE TO KV GIPL AND KV A/0RK4L BOPlNG 
LIEE. irs GOING TO BE PAD TO SEE KV GIPL 4$ AIN. I JUST CAN'T SEE KVSELf NOT BEING ON THE 
R04D THOUGH. THIS TOUR W4S DEElNlTELY EON. LET THE GOOD TIbES POLL...BlAnH!-CHPIS 
SO ITS OVER. ?00 SOKETHMtf K/LES TO POPTLAND, WHERE i BELONG. I DID H4VE fUA/ THOUGH. BUT 
bAlNLY BECAUSE hale way THROUGH THE TOUR i HOPPED iA/ THE bONSTEP SQUAD VAN 4A/D THEY’RE 
W4V KORE fUN TH4T KV B4ND, THEY’RE SOKE CHOKE HKkiA/’ iA/D/ViDU4LS i TELL V4. KE AND "THE 
SQUAD" STAYED IN VENICE AND THAT WAS PAD. WE STAYED AT THIS HOT CHKkS HOUSE WHO W4S RE4LLV 




COOL. WE <rOT RiPPED. WENT TO THE BE4CH WHERE THERE W4S PLENTY Of HOT CHKkS, AND 
PENTED A Boom B04RD. EON IN THE SUN. WELL, i’K NOT GOING TO RE-WRiTE THE 
SHENANIGANS that everyone H4S 4LL RE4DV WPITTEn ABOUT. THE SHIT B9JAN WROTE IS 
GAY. i’K OUT -ZAC 
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8/27 - 9:OOpm- After getting stuck in traffic on the way 
to meet the other guys, TJ and I finally make it to 
Norwood where the kick ass conversion van awaits. This 
thing is a fucking "beauty. It's not cramped at all. It 
has a DVD player in it and we adjusted watched the 
Darkhuster DVD. We all thought it was funny that Lenny 
(from Darkhuster) said in their "The Life We lead" 
interview that TJ, when he plays, dances really gay. We 
all agree that he does. Right now we're watching The 
Jerk. It's a fucking classic. We're right outside of 
Hartford, CT and there is more traffic and gridlock. It's 
about 20 hours to Atlanta and we're all driving in 3 hour shifts. The next ones will 
probably be me or Tim since neither of us are hitting the Bud Lights. 

8/28 - 9:02am- Right now we're somewhere in N. Carolina. We drove straight through the 
night. First it was Greg and Timmy, then Jim drove and I rode shotgun. Man, it seems like 
a million years ago. Then I drove for 2 hours until the sun came up just as we drove 
through Richmond, VA. It's funny, I was mentioning how weird 
the dynamic was in the van. People were being polite and 
courteous to each other "Would you like this seat?" "Oh my 
no, I perfectly comfortable where I am." it's like a fucking 
tea party at the British House of Commons. So when will 
the shit hit the fan? Everybody is tired and I'm getting 
a little testy myself. But, most everyone is still having a 
blast, myself included. I took way too much joy in 
discovering a bag of "Boston Baked Beans" in a 
convenient store. Of course no one in Boston eats those 
damn things..they're fuckin' gross. And I even take some 

offense to Boston being associated with 
some candy coated nut. 

4:50pm- We just made out way into 

Atlanta. After a little confused 
navigating we found the hotel and 

loaded in our gear and merch. After 
20+ hours in the van it's nice to lie 
down, clean up and eliminate the 
dreaded SWAMPASS!! Got 

directions to "Little 5 Points" 
which I remember as being 
the "punk rock" section of 
town. I'm going to take 

care of some business then 
jump over there to check 
out some of the record 
shons. The other guys 
said that they're 
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going out for some beers and I'm going to meet up with 
them a little later. 

8/28- Midnight- So after I took care for my "personal 
business" and I called up the guys. I went and met up 
with them at Little 5 Points' answer to the eternal 
question" Where do all the old washed up metal heads in 
Atlanta go to play?" With Zeppelin and Def Leppard 
blaring from the jukebox all of the other guys got their 
buzz on. Unfortunately Jim, the drummer, having not eaten 
much, got a little too buzzy and ended making out with 
the nastiest toilet in Atlanta. TJ and I escorted him back 
to the hotel and patched up the finger he had cut on the 
broken nasty toilet. We left him with some water, a 
bucket and a towel. When he wakes up he's going to 
fucking stink! He puked all over himself ~~yeah. We re-join 
the boys and now some crappy rock band is playing. Of 
course after a bunch of Heinekens all of the Bluebloods 
are rockin' out to this band who is doing GNR covers 
and similar sounding originals. Greg and I decide to pack it in and are hotel 
Timmy, Anthony, Tony and TJ go to another bar across the street called the "Star 
just realized that I woke up at 7am yesterday and I'm just now going to bed and 


bound. 
Bar". I 
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midnight.....That means that I’ve been awake 
almost 41 hours. It is no wonder I am 
hallucinating. 

8/29“ I woke up today at about 10 o'clock. 
Man, it's amazing what 10 hours of sleep 
will do for a guy. I grabbed my zines and 
went with Greg back down to Little 5. None 
of these fucking shops wanted to buy any. 
Puck! I was hoping for some money since my 
funds are slim. I spent an hour or so and 
dug up some goods finds. I got a West Side 
Boys 7", the first Soilent Green 7” and some 

other risk records. I went back to the 

hotel and met up with the other guys. 
Timmy had gotten up at like 6 o'clock and 
went to some artsy fartsy gym down the street and the rest of the guys were milling 
around and smoking some cheeba. I ran next dorr to this great vegetarian restaurant 
and got some killer food! All 7 of us went back to Little 5, because there wasn't 

anything else to do, and grabbed a bite at The Vortex. Right now we're getting ready 

for the show and what not. The venue is called The Masquerade and some guy I talked to 
said that it is like down stairs at The Middle East. Like an 600 capacity? I'm starting 
to see lots of kids coming in the town for the festival. At The Vortex we see a cute 
skin bird that has come down from Boston. The Highland Inn, our hotel, is where allot To 
the bands are staying and we chat with some of them. It should be a good show. 

8/30 “ 10:15am- It was a great night last night! Here we go. After watching IT and 

getting ready for the show, we took the whole convoy to The Masquerade. This place was 
huge! I guess it was, at one time, a cotton mill. It has 3 huge rooms. The upstairs room, 
which was the Beer Olympics room, was the biggest and could probably hold 800-900 kids. 


So we got there, set up the merch, loaded In and hung out. Met some really cool people. I 
met Gordon and Eddie of Patriot, who I love. I guess they're doing a reunion tour? All 
of the bands that played before The Blue Bloods were good but none of them blew me 
away. Though past years Beer Olympics have had big names (AF, The Business), this year's 
was much smaller and the headliners were The Anti-Heroes. The Blue Bloods, of course. 




kicked some major ass! They were a definite change from the other bands and have a 
pretty unique sound. They've got something really great going for them weather they 
know it or not. Of course me and Tony took some great pics and joined the boys for a 
rounding version of SSD's hardcore classic "Glue”. Oh yeah and we met up with this cool 
skinblrd from Boston. I’ve seen her at a bunch of shows and she's 
really cool. The rest of the night was awesome. There were lots of 
kids there~.~probably 300-400. It was definitely an all-you-can- 
drink affair so I got really fucked up on some water. I also 
noticed that there are a shitload' so skinheads here. Boston has 
allot but, there Is such a bigger skin scene in Atlanta. Lots of 
crops and neck tattoo's and Fred Perry's as far as the eye can 
see. After the Blue Bloods played there was The Bolls and Pressure 
Point, whop were really good but didn't get me pumped. Then the 
fucking Anti-Heroes rocked the house!!! They played a shitload of 
my favorite songs, but didn't play Sieg Hall to Santa......damn! 

Afterwards we got paid, sold some merch' and got the fuck out of 
dodge. Of course we were accompanied by some lovely young ladles 


■a whom Anthony had wrangled up at the last minute. I 
I hung out with Jym and Tony and we jumped over to the 
1 24 hour Majestic Diner and had waffles, eggs and the 
I like. Jym tried his first spoonful of grits. We headed 
I hack to the hotel and hung out in the hall with some 
I kids until 4am. One of whom was in The Whiskey Rebels, 
P who we will play with today in Augusta. Just as I was 
Wi leaving I ran into Tommy The Terrible who is 
shitfaced and didn't recognize me, even though I've 
seen/talked to him at numerous shows. We're also 
playing with his band Tommy and The Terrors today. 
Right now I'm going to get up, get packed, and go 
grab a bite to eat. 

8/31“ Noon- After I woke up and grabbed something to 
eat at The Majestic Diner while the rest of the guys 
ate some high end brunch at the French restaurant 
next to the hotel. Their bill was like 360. Check out 
was at 11am but we didn't leave the hotel until like 
4pm. We all hung out on the stoop of the hotel for a 
like 3 hours....B000RING! Anthony hung out with his new 
lady friend. He's in love and wants to have babies with her. We drank iced coffee and 
talked with some kid from W. Virginia who said that there were no punks in his town. 
That must suck. Eventually we packed up the car and started driving towards Augusta, GA. 
I don't think I've mentioned the heat yet. Oh shit..the FUCKIN HEAT! It's so oppressive that 
you don't want to move, you don't want to talk....you don't want to do anything. We're on 

our way to Augusta. It's raining and stopping, then raining again. It's sooo fucking 

humid and hot. Luckily our mansion on wheels has 
Antarctica style air conditioning. We are 
following The Whiskey Rebels and we pull into 

where the club is and it's like (as Jym says) "The 

Day Of The Comet". There are a shitload of these 
empty store fronts and the ones that actually 
have businesses in them, are all closed. It's a 
huge empty town. The Capri Theatre (where the 
show is) was an old porn theatre that was closed 
like 15 years ago for showing bestiality. Of 
course I got all of this information 2nd hand so 
I'm not sure how much of it is true. It's a little 
shithole dive. It has no ventilation and it's just 
fucking nasty. There is no bathroom either, so 
everyone pisses out behind the building at the 
"piss spot"(see pic). Also, what we all though was 
interesting was that you can drink outside in 
Augusta. Right out in the open. Weird. It was 
barren when we got there but after we came back 
from eating, the place had kids lined up around 
the corner. It was pretty cool. The first couple 
of bands were OK but not great. Tony fell in love 
with a man. And in Tony's defense, he/she was 
really ugly. The Decrepits were on third and they 









were wicked good. Definitely a redneck punk “band, in every way. It was so hot in there 
that I just listened at the loading door. The Blue Bloods rocked the house. Allot of kids 
left after The Decrepit hut there was still a hunch of cool kids that stayed. And the 
midget, .....oh the midget. This dude was had ass. He was taking people out at the knees. 
After the SB’s I took a nap. I know, it sucks that I missed the Whiskey Rebels and Tommy 
and The Terrors hut I though I was going to he driving right after the show, so I 
wanted to he well rested. When I woke up, everyone was loading their gear in. Anthony 
(Don Quan) was making it with some young lap slut, who I guess was originally from 
Boston. She jumped in the van while we were leaving and she was definitely trying to 
hitch a ride with us. Of course, none of us were havin' it and KICKED HER THE FUCK OUT! 
Timmy's buddies Eric and Rob hooked us 
up with a shower at their hotel before 
we hit the road. Note: The Hotels in the 
south are so cheap. I think they got a 
double for like $30. 9/l - 3:00pm- Right 
now we are getting close to New Jersey. 

We've been driving for like 12 hours 
straight. The trip is almost done and 
I've had a blast. It the closest thing 
to a vacation I had all summer. And 
also, as a side note, When I left Boston 
I had only $90. I went the whole trip 
and I still have $10 left. Right now 
we're watching "Barfly" and 
"Desperado". You know we're Boston 
bound. The End- Pat -The FNS Guy- 


1 



7/7 - Cambridge, MA@ The All Asia v/ Jeepers H 
Crackers, Ransom Note, and Shot Dead 
7/l0- Richmond, VA© The Nanci Raygun v/The 
Teen Tragedies CANCELLED LAST MINUTE 
7/l6- Philadelphia, PA© The Robot House w/Ar< 
You Fucking Serious (VA), Triple Eagle (va), 

I he Bugs (Philly) 

/l9- Queens, NY© The Red Zone v/Black Caske" 
nd The Flying Bobby z 

/ 21- New York, NY@ The Continental w/Police 
nd Thieves CUE), and Amazing Mustang Boy 
/23" Richmond, VA© The Nanci Raygun w/Sam 
,cura, and Sciflyer 


7/9- And so it begins.. leavin’ for tour after playing rockin’ shows in 

MA real lx pumps you lip to ROCK FACE in other cities. June 2 St h 
Juice Bar show rocked hard w it h Jeepers 11. C rackers. ADI) and Mx 
lime. e\en tliough I was sportin’ a nastx 101.7 lexer. 1 still droxe 2 \^H 

hours to rock out to the Cape kids*. Awesome scene out there in 
( )rleans. Julx 3rd O'Brien’s show for ABFree Radio rocked hard jgBH 

courtesy of SWAT. Kermit's Finger. The Blue Bloods, and One Half ®8l§|r 

So Precious. Awesome Bands. July 7th was the "goodbye" show at 

The All Asia. .11 1C. Shot Dead ancf Ransom Note got down and dirty jg&V jj| M BHU| v % MmM 

w ith SWA I and friends. JjjBB § wLl 

So here we are in Richmond. VA! After a smokey ride down through Iggg L * Wm 

NY. it seemed like there was a toll every 5 minutes! Damn road 
scam. It's 10 hours after leaving Walpole where we picked up roadie 
extraordinaire Bill Jones 'rouncl 3:30. Right noxv we are rockin' the 
Super 8 in Ashland. VA. TheNanci Raygun shoxx is tomorrow and 
should rock house. We had 2 last minute" cancellations in Kentucky 
and Ohio. We will have 5 extra days of nothing. It looks like we wall 
venture home and go back out again, but who Know where we will end 
up in the next few days. The Road Trip begins bitch. -Johnny 3:39am 
early 7/10. 

Got picked up in the "Primetime" tour bus. Boston to 12 miles outside 
of Richmond. VA. I have no more lungs. Watched Cheech and Chong. 

Bond and Shaft. The Delarocca Brothers are more insane than a weather less vveathervane and John Marcant is the captain 
weird vessel. -Bill 




James 
of this 


2/JO- To Whom it may concern. Nothing like a dip in the pool after a free continental breakfast. Hotel rooms and cigarettes are 
cheaper down here. I bought a carton myself. . $2 1.49. Tonight we hit the Naci Raygun and word on the street is that there is an "All 
You Can Fat" buffet next door. Say xvhat you xxill about America, the accommodations are great. All I need is 7 wives, and I would 
call myself a king. Today will be a" day lo remember. I can smell it. M.I.L.F's everywhere. Love. Nick. 

1 got 2 hours of sleep last night. I slept on the floor. The last thing in my mind last night was the fact that in Asia, during the w inter, 
fain i lies xxill cover their beloved Bonsai trees with wigs made from the hair of their ancestors. The much anticipated buffet 
materialized itself in the form of 10 Krispx Kremes and an equal amount of cups of tea with no sugar. As the Primetime rolled on 
towards the Nanci Raygun it occurred to me that I was on a sort of mission from the almighty presence to systematically tear the face 
off of this metropolitan" antiquity the commonwealth recognizes as Richmond. VA. Just then everything turned French. This was the 
land of China buffets, homeless entrepreneurs, and gothic kids not interested in the show. There were many weird women. Some with 
interesting underwear, taped posters to telephone poles as if a great Daddy- Longlegges had cut itself shaving and xve had been sent as 
healing aeljent. The business of what transpired in the early evening hours is a mystery to me. To no avail to show just didn't happen. 
Fhe next order was to fall in love with the bar. I had done’so earlier in the day. After attending a Joi 'a du Vie in the alley, we clumsily 
frolicked upon cobblestones to find walking in my direction a MIFF. 1 could have died and I should have. A wise man once said "Ye 
xx ho rocks the Primetime, can do no wrongT furthermore perchance thou's biggest problem is to jam to Scissorfight or freak to the 
Santana more on the van's television, if ye" doesn't have it. too fucking bad. "-Bill 

7/1 1 - I lead back to Boston after last minute cancellations in Midxvest. Rocked it at home for 4 days before we ventured to Philly. 

7/15 - I leaded to Philly not knowing anything about the show, like what time it was at or who was playing. So we roll up to the place at 
like 8pm. It's in West Philly. and it*s in a rough area of town. Abandoned buildings everywhere, but some really cheap semi-good beer 
cal lea Yueng-ling. That's mostly xvhat the punk rockers were rockin' out there. So we roll up to the house and we were totally greeted 
and treated to staying the night and getting fed by the wicked cool people who live there. There was Guenavie. a wicked cool tattooed 
chick xvho let us m. Let us stay the night, and showed us around Philly. We smoked the "la Joia du vre" and drank beers all night till 
Bill dressed himself backwards in clothes from a free clothes bin. and started dancing backwards. I had to pass out after laughing so 
much.-Johnnv 


7 / 16 - Rise <i 
rock in free 


it noon 
waffle 


and rock 
fries at T 


i i:n 


Philly during the day. We got the tour from Genavie, putting our CD in 3 record stores in the city and 
attoo Mom’s on South St. At night xxe rocked the basement of the house we were staying at. fhe Robot 

I louse. It was a sick party, full of punks drinking Yueng-ling till 
m they puke. Bill was drunk before the second band played, and 

Jt | the basement xxe rocked was like 100 degrees. We rocked a 

' sick set and met some cool peeps in the VA bands. Are You 

Fucking Serious?, and Triple Eagle were wicked cool and so 
were tlie Bugs from Philly, who sounded like Primus and Black 
Flag on crack.. .Sabbath too. We partied a little more, packed 
the Tan and rocked 95 north. We crashed in N.l at Econolodge 
for like 50 bucks or something. Wake up the 1 7th and drive to 
NY. We rocked Battery Park and walked around a small part of 
the city all stoned. We rocked Brooklyn with Richs friends 
Hope and Martin. Fuck Yeahklohnny 


•OS 



7/18 - We rocked Philly and Philly Rocked. Everyone at the 
Robot House was cool. They let us crash there and served up 
the best scones I've had in a long time. Nice people. We rolled 
into New York to meet some more cool people. Beach party 
tonight. Freaks everywhere. Break Your Neck. We'll see just 
ho\v"long this islancf actually is. -Nick 

7/19 - l ots of bands. $10 to get in. and they didn't pay us. We 
also had this 16 year old girt trying to tell us that she knew 
xx here you could get a pack of smokes in Boston for $3.50. We 
told her she xxas out of her mind. -Rich 



7/2 1 - I wanna he part of it. New York. New York. 

I reakouts on the beach. 24 hour convenience stores 
with beer and fried chicken and subs. Lincoln 
l ow near, bar cars and hot wings at 4am. I woke 
up in the city that never sleeps, and bov was I 
hung over. Gonna rock Manhattan tonight, should 
be sick. Bill Jones' birthdav bash was fun. rocked 
out wicked had! Drinking beers at a street hockey 
game, then rockin' soda lor beers, pool and food J* A 
10 dollar tow near ride later. We rocked neck later 
at Sweetwaters. We met up with our pals from 
Phi lly and partied for some hours. Late night 40 
piece w ing plate and a 2 liter of soda laterYve 
passed out. only to wake up hung over and with 
violent diarrhea. Awesome Yealil-.lonny 
It's a small world after all. We've seen people we 
know from all over. First we saw Guenivere from 
Phi I ly. then we ran into our buddy Nick Atkins 
from our hometow n. Jon's dad came dow n to see 
the show. I lope and Martin were there. A band 
from London opened for us. It seems that in this 
endless saga that is life, the same characters keep 
popping up much like Shakspeare. Weather it is a 
tragedy or comedy, has yet to be determined. -Nick- 

I haven’t written in this book in a long time. 

We're somewhere in Delaware. 12pm wake and 
bake. A recap and highlights of the past is in order. 

I remember leaving Massachusetts and driving to 





Philadelphia. John drives like an avid Nascartan. We are now in The Fresl 
urt. I he place is called "The Robot House". We partied in their house tint i 


turf I he place is called "The R 
a girl named Guenivere offerin 
"let's party". The day was tlllec 
lesbians, militant lesbians. ..and 
I tickin' Serious". During SWA 


* Prince's home 

I 5am and smoked my lungs blue. Woke up the next day to 


where I drank tar too much. I slept next to a bucket of condoms on a piss scented floor. Next stop 
Martin and I lope's, w icked tuckin' cool people and free beer. On July 19th we drove to Long Islar 


NYC. In Brooklyn we stayed at 


i... . .w, : . ... w^u. iuv.M.1 U)UI pcupic aiiu ii ee ueei . un .mix i vm we drove to Long island tor a party . It was raining and I'd 

been di inking since about I The party started in a tunnel under the highway. Only those wlio persevered made their way to the 
beach A bom ire broke out. a D.l happened, and a keg of beer occurred. The night went on and I started to think about what time it 
was. A small party set out tor the Primetime. We smoked some weed just after 4am. John and Rich staved in the hotel room on 
w heels and watched 1C heech and C hong movies until the wee hours, while I found myself wondering Back to the beach to seduce a 
Russian beauty I had met. I guess you could call her my "Soviet Obligation". Her husband Vladimir liad passed out so I took over. As 
I walked along the beach (keep in mind. I d been drinking for 15 hours) I had a conversation that riveted no other. Because this girl 
only spoke s °nie english she coidd tell I was sooo drunk. We walked on the beach and watched the sunrise. Russian Girl: "Isn’fthe 
sum ise lomantic. Me. Yeah, wicked tuckin' intense. It freaks me out." At about 8:30am we really started drinking. Nick was 
mumbling to himself, was standing on a keg with stolen shoes. Martin was delirious. We weren't so much as drinking at that point 
We were using alcohol as a hardcore drug. I took a shit in the ocean, and the DJ played on. The party ended at I pm. I Trad seen naked 
women m the ocean, in the ram. I had eaten sand, and tw inkies, and orange Poweraae...only to puke in the salt water. Good party. 

^ l 1 1 ^ f J J I a ^ed a si io W ^1 1 Tie^ Pal ^n^ m ^ 

\ JrV • to a street hockey tournament in Manhattan, drank beer 

pHv I . mmmmt and passed out fivers, stickers, and pins to guys and 

‘ chicks. After the game we went to 'The Soaa Bar". 

- t wmmmwmm J ^ Loud, funny, obnoxious, beer swilling, pizza eating. 

cigarette smoking, pool playing good^time. After that 
"Sweet Water" for more drinks. T got a free bottle of 
Budweiser for my birthday. We ended the night 
smoking tons of weed and eating chicken fingers at 
4am. Next thing, I think was the - show at "The 
Continental". Fuckin' awesome! SWAT rocked the 
house. I bought a big Budda glass pipe on St Marks 
and we smoked herb in the van in front of the show 
and videotaped it. English weirdo a foot! SWAT rocks 

t lia f the face! -Bill 

* ■*** 

j 7/24 - Man. how many times have I driven through 

4 * ^ Newark. This highway looks like The Jetsons and Mad 

Max at the same time. This was a well needed vacation 
and I had a fuckin' blast. We smoked face everywhere 
and practically had a beer sponsor in Brooklyn. NY. 
Life is fuckin strange. But we got a CD player and a 
carton of cigarettes. Freak your^ face off! -Nick 
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s 12/03 9:45 AM Montclair VA ■ r> r c l0 find the venue locked and 
Laskniglu's show was a knockou , 0 hang around waiting m a cho.ee 

no sign of a show going on M east though. Ton.ght we will 


no sign of a show going on l c ‘ ,s f a hight. 

neighborhood. What a bunch ot B.S. 
like Save By Zero 



s\V()4 1 "M5 AM Chapel Hill. NC skvliuht Exchange. Some guv 

$*£ finished playing- This plaee gu ess is about 40-50 

named Jeremy hosted a trivia nj' u ^ we were ready to start 

wore maybe -0 p P 

ilown t o5-H). Whatever. , w< Some guy hetc vum a 

A ..uv-s Ninng me Wilh ml i.cmumc !m ^ - ilH-aril him mllmg Mm‘ 

ami Oina iha, he -h-« " “ * 2- 1 Ams mid *- ” 


■md C hris dial he Knew w.u» - - said somC iniug 

3t.===,s;,:.*V„. . 


'll see. Shady alert. 


* l 5 1 a 03 8:30 AM Chapel Hill. NC i 

1 . UsH" Just showered. This is my third journal entry. The one I did two days ago was the first one E 

^ j* of my life. Writing like this has always been in the back of my mind, but it always seemed C 

^ if - kind of stupid. Not sure why. I'm liking it a lot. though. Last night Matt and Chris were jji 

watching me write and giggling. 

9:00 AM Chapel Hill. NC- 1 was hanging out on this guy's porch and writing when Ants N 
I %w$w mSm * * ^ showed up. I think he had walked somewhere to try and find out if he has strepp throat. H 

■ , r MM ^7? They said lie doesn't. Hopefully I won't get sick. I had to share 

** "ccks ago. l ook me weeks to wean mvself off I C d£ i„g ? ml " JNC 1 orally quit drinking coffee a ' 

„ I lard to deal with the terrible headaches. I thought I finally quit eoftbeVor , , J , V ^ qu,t thc |1asl - bl " " never really worked. 

good. I’d probably be more disappointed with mvself if I wain't so happy rmhnmvv'' t '"7" "Tw™ d '" lk " lg “ C “ P ''' ght now - " lastcd so 
- "!«-’• Alri **«- What the luck am I doing? Babbling about coffee Anwvav ' this fT ? ? g ° Ut W " h a CU P ‘M coffcc is so fucking ' 
nice. Ills house was about 30 seconds from thc club He reunited hi' Ikh ' ^ tumcd out not t0 be to ° sh «dy. He was really 

great to me. I only slept about 3 hours. I woke up at about 6 00 Keinath* L sa,d K ^ shovvm L T us "southern hospitality." Sounds 

Washington (that’s the dude's name) told us he made a spiev nee thimTh! ' g u a "\* hc placc 1 headcd vvas his kitchen. Last night, 
and ate it out on the porch. It was damn good Tasted like rice m-nb^ I Y° U t eat ’ 1 "'as sitting in a nee cooker. I microwaved some. 
bad '« '""I' lit something to get rid of the aftertaste s luck k I e h d 1° °' ' *T k '" d , 0, ' S|,icCS ’ “ was VCI T "P'cy. but really good. I 
Confederate .lags are no, great. I don’, get the whde naSn e lh ^ Z '1? 1° "^em hospitality" n great. ' 

Iron, here has tons of them hanging froin the kids’ ears Do hose kids ae uallv ^ mConc was ’ h ;ll,ng . u f W'sterday that a high school not too far 
Pm going to say sort of. Maybe i, can he compared to the h ie S w M m nk Ids , ^ for? 1 *' 1 ha - •« guess. 

Pistols, or Black Flag. Some of those kids probably jus, do i, to fit n „ ' h ™ g 1,r ' S °* bands likc Thc The Sex 

hands sounded like. Some probably have some CD’s and think the stuff , sw* K T' w ‘ K '" r ' 1Cy might not even k ' ww "hat those 

them really get the whole thing. I don’t know So , s Z S wl I . r ? T w" know,n 8 what the ballds were about. Maybe some of 

madc mc lbil ’ k «Ta big difference with my little comparison Usually kuls^ru T f’T '■* m ° rc , a . fani,ly heritagc 'X* dcal - Hmmm...That 
lamily type crap. If anyone besides me ever reads this slut ih n l j k ^ dressing in their "punk gear" do it to break away from - 

abHl " hve. Wait... Fuck that. I think I know what I'm v dkin.Labom' Cot’* ‘ ,U . lly u " dcrs * and tbat 1 llla y not know what I’m la Ik urn 

w “ •“ ““ “ » «"• .w 




god awful people.) Bui eome on. They really do suck. Especially Johnny Rouen. Whal a piece of shit that guy is. 

5 14 03 12:15 AM Winder. (iA 

Tonight's show was pretty awesome. Sort of. There was hardly anyone there, but it was a memorable night at least. The place is called 106 West 
in a small town called Winder. (iA. This place was a church for close to century, and a year or two ago this guy converted it into a music 
performance space/ 1 le runs it with his 2 daughters and a few others. They’re all very nice people. One of his daughters. Sarah, is beautiful. She 
played some solo, acoustic songs before we performed. The audience was the guy. his 2 daughters. 2 other gills that help out at the place, the 
ouy's sister. Ins father (a World War 2 \etran who has many interesting stories and believes we should be at war whenever possible), and 2 black 
o iris who Slaved for mavbe 2 3 of the set. Ants was verv professional tonight. I was proud of the boy. He had good enough judgement to tone 


iUiy S SISICI. ms laillCI U* WOIIU wai - Wlliill wimiuo liutitv Uim I'VIIV.V.1 " ^ M.v . v. I' 

o j r |s who stayed for maybe 2 3 of the set. Ants was very professional tonight. I was proud of the boy. He had good enough judgement to tone 
everythin!! down just a little, lie even kept Ins jacket on for the whole set. The song "Your Teenage Daughter Will Commit Suicide" I 
announced was called "Your Teenage Daughter Likes Candy Canes." The line in "Dr. TV" lonighl "You are the only genius between us" instead 
ol ' iH'iiis. We were extra gay tonight, but in a stupid way instead of a homosexual way. It was very G-rated. I had tun. though. We played good. 

X ’ . II II I .1 - 1.1 I C. . .1 I.v. *1-1.. ..M i.s/1 liitt imi /In mie in •» mrxm III.' 


of /X////.S. We were extra gay tonight, but in a stupid way instead ol a homosexual way. It was very U- rated. l had tun. tnougn. piaycu goou. 
the lew people that were there seemed to really like us. plus the room sounded awesome. I fucking love the sound of hitting drums in a’ room like 
that. I le's letting us spend the night here. We've been galavaming around for a lew hours now. Really good guy. Hope everything works out for 
him w ith this place. 1 le seems to be struggling with it money-wise. 

5 1 503 8; 10 PM Pompano Beach. FL 

(ioddamnit! This band is playing covers of Judas Priest. Irom Maiden. Black Sabbath, etc. That pretty much tells me that kids will be nowheie 

tsssSs: ■> » - > 

"'is tour have been funny. Yesterdav VI uiTT '° " K ' ' * 1C C!lr ndes 0,1 
" 'P. I (Klay I took m or for him „ 3™^ ‘>' .he 


t art ww ^ ■*” - ^sr w8asn,M ° r " ,c 


V,UI was in At anta (\A ru . i 

' be only person there was the s^nuim n' u T P(K)R 

uas actually zero people in the whnl * °' K P ° lnt hc ,clt a,ul th crc 

something funny aL! u in a wa v t ' 7"! 7^ lbr T '»«v was 
11 was the remix set. Atlanta wa . L , ,l,Lket around on all the songs, 
clothes for almost nothin" at a Sa"l ' * lxHI5?lu some sweet 

C oea-( ok, World. It w 3,^3 T" A "‘ s lwk visit 

just like an <S year old wi!en 1 , 3 „ T *’ ^ h ' acted 

think thev let him in for IV ■ > ° 'sney World lor the first time. I 

■ *-* * X <xx " nb “" il - .i,.» , 

8 AhriBh., I s „, „ 

-^0 03 12:15 PM Demon. TX 

•** ** -•m^;r^;^ne' !:: c 
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isxsstxzz 

ou.dr.or patio where the bands were supposed -by-t and uet shut off pretty quickly. Actually, t.'s no. too hkely 

outdoors at a place like this in Boston wed piobablx he. • \ y who helped me get us on it. Russ, is in a band called 

we'd play a pice like this in the first place. I still had hopes lot ■ _ ... n , ars au0 . ] remember they were a loud 

Tiinvcrsion. Zippergirl. our old band played a show wit h them . ujj^ ^ CUS ,J«. tncnd | y band. Anyway, it turned out my ^ , 
punk hardcore tvpe of band, so I hgured he wouldn ex| ( jo( of pcop | c w |,o had no plans to watch the bands 

louie was correct. I. was a pretty cool show A bunch to people , we „ loo . At leas, well for us. The band und , 

came close to stare at the cra/.y guy with t.ts gyra tmg on be loo t. W aeU ^ ^ ^ yuppic area lle ar the venue, but we < 

was aettiik down to zero, so that show helped a lot. I iked fat I * . ^ chris to j} nd this Cuban restaurant in a Spanish 

drove around and found some awesome stuff, the t4t< day we went around the same area and found * 

speaking area. The place kicked ass. I he 3 or 4 tunes a week if . lived in Tampa. Someone told £ 

a Mexican restaurant that was amazing. I d set tot s y e. . N _v thine but that's cool. C 

me Tampa's known for having the most strip clubs in an Ameiican u y. • ^ , jn T said thc same thing. "Why M 

The next day we headed to Ocala. FL. 1 had a great teel.ng bcnU tins ^ Almost a^p ^ peoplc say this, p us the I 

are you playing < >eala? There's nothing there. V on should e laye ^ ^ jn Qcala thcn there’s going to lx- a lot o I bored | 

j fact that the Ocala show was all-ages made me happy. mo" e | ^ K & K Stl|dios and owned by an older woman from Greece ^ 

kids wanting to have fun at a show. I he place was tea y u t - " proba bly about 30 people there when we played. 5 

’ A^ofth^kU^thehest.cra^ ? 



of them worked there, and 1 ol them user to we t wouldn’t find it so weird it I elidnt see so many -n sju „ 

at some point in the night. I think I’m just way too shy. I do nt teally g et . • ■ - ^ r 



was single. I don' l know if that really happened, but if it did I can keep my throne as the king oi missing every possible opportunity ol being with 


Next day was a bar in Hickory. NC Stupid, stupid, stupid! 

The 24th show was in Roanoke. VA. That was some crazy shit. Before the show we went to the Pizza Inn. It's a pizza bullet. 1 ale a ridiculous 
amount of food. C hris owed me a meal from earlier in the day when I beat him in pool, so I was happy. The venue was called Factory 324. The 
show was a metal lest w ith something silly like 12 bands playing, livery band sounded the same to me. and the sound was not a good one. Most 
of the audience was real young. A lot of black, a lot of make-up. a lot of skin, and a lot of "jailbait." The order of bands kept getting lucked with. 
We were getting pushed back to what would have probably not been too great of a slot, but at the last minute some guy in one ol the bands 
switched with us. We ended up playing in a prime slot right before some silly band called Doom, who I think a lot ol the crowd was there to see. 
The show was behind schedule, so they were rushing us to gel started. The genius sound guy put a mie directly under my snare drum so there was 
a terrible rattle the whole time. 1 w as too stupid to move the thing out of the way, I guess. Anyway, we started and the good thing happened. All 
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either because they hated us, they were scared a 
riot was about to take place, or they needed to 
give enough to that band Doom. Whatever. So 
we stopped and most people in the room were 
going nuts because they really liked us. At the 
same time our new enemies were now on the 
stage hoping one of us would fuck w ith them. 1 
saw Ants just kind of staring back at them with 
this goofy smile on his face for a few minutes. 
They were yelling awesome stulTlike "You better 
never come anywhere near this town again!" 
Then some people in the crowd started yelling "II 
you all hated them so much, why did you stay 
and watch the whole time?" I didn't hear any of 
the lunkheads try and answer that one. 

Next day was the last date of the lour. Another 
show at The University of Maryland, College 
Park. Afterwards, we did the good drive back to 
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could get the lay of 
the land. The ramp 
to the door was lined 
with kids sitting on 
the rail and leaning 
on the wall - it had 
that running the 
gauntlet feel with CJ, 
the singer for the now 
defunct Caffeine 
Addiction, leading the 
way with the first 
shot. "Hey, look at 
these guys showin' up 
late and sauntering 
in." Now anyone 
knows that if you're 
late for an event, the 
only way to enter is 
to saunter. So maybe 
we were sauntering a little. 

I did my best to grin and smile at faces I 
recognized while I shyly got the hell inside. 
Ross and Ed were right behind me. Jane 
was there to greet us at the Jonee 
Earthquake merch/entrance table. We said 
quick hello's, but I was anxious to get 
inside to see as much music as possible. 
We had already missed Jonee, but I've seen 
them so many times I'll give you a quick 
rundown of what probably happened. 
THEY WERE FUCKING INCREDIBLE. Jonee 
is the man. He's a dig down deeper; and 
you know the sound - punk with roots way 
down to the 1940's with retakes on songs 
like "16 Tons," "Brand New Cadillac," and 
"Smoke, Smoke that Cigarette." He's not 
country; he's not rockabilly; he's not blues; 
he's not rock; and he's not punk - he's all 
of the above! As for the set... how should I 
know? I wasn't there - but I’m betting Rob 
did something ridiculous like pull his pants 
down to his ankles. He's turned into one 
heck of a bass player with smooth runs 
that glide along with Terry's keys. Did 
someone say Terry? 
He got a new amp 
recently, so now you 
can really hear his 
tickling fury. 

Especially on "Up 
With Piracy" where 
he uses an accordion 
effect giving the song 
a sweet, old-tiiney, 
folk sound. Excellent! 
I'll tell you one thing 
for sure. they 
finished with a crowd- 
mind blow with their 
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cover of "Play With Fire." Everyone 
destroyed each other trying to get to the 
mic. Jonee slowed things for a minute 
while he did the round robin, band-member 
intro. Captain Geech nailed his surf-style 
solo - as usual - the kid's a machine 'cept 
this machine's got soul. Rock solid. And 
then the big finale with Jonee getting out 
into the crowd with his guitar and just 
mangling. One of these days he's gonna 
set his damn guitar on fire with his fingers. 

So where was I? Yeah, yeah - we were 
walking, er, sauntering with a shy where- 
are-we stutter into the room where Mission 
Shifter was on the stage, but Joe Zippo was 
singing - doing a Zippo Raid song ("Greg Is 
a Pussy").. Everyone was pumped 
probably about 50-70 people. The room 
was about three-quarters full. It's a nice, 
little room with wall-to-wall carpet and a 
twelve-foot ceiling. No stage - the "stage" 
was a small, square, wood, dance floor in 
the corner. These are my favorite types of 
"stages." It's best when everyone's on top 
of each other, and the crowd's right up in 
the band's face blending and erasing the 
line between crowd and band. The show 
becomes less of a show and more of a 
good-time party for all. Anyway - blah 
blah blah - as Terry’s t-shirt says. 

Ed told me that Jonee might have bought 
a new PA. I don’t know if that's true or 
not, but it sounded like it. The vocals 
were crystal. Mission Shifter was blazing. 
They have a blast when they play 
especially Matt who pretty much dances 
with his guitar. Joe was pacing back and 
forth across the stage with a smile on his 
face singing with piles of people. They did 
a couple more Zippo songs, and Matt joked, 


The show Friday night at the Salem Elks 
in Salem. Mass, was pretty cool. We were 
late and missed half the show - duh! My 
fault - I had to work 'til 6:30, and the 
show started at 6. Then with the getting 
home, and driving, and whatever, we didn't 
get there until about 8:30. 

The first thing I noticed when we pulled 
into the parking lot was all the good- 
looking punks. What? Good-looking punks? 
Yup. Girls too! Now you know as well as 
I do that punk shows in Boston are usually 
sausage -fests. Not so in Salem. And they 
all had such wonderful toys - shiny belts 
and such. 

Of course we're dumb asses, and we didn't 
know where to park, so we just stopped 
the van in the middle of what was a tiny 
parking lot surrounded by lots of pretty 
punk teenagers. Sounds dreamy. We got 
out of the van and were accosted by the 
dudes from Impaled Milk who is, like us, 
an ugly punk band. Very cool dudes even 
if sometimes Andy can get a little too 
drunk and angry and starts punching 
people - but that's his shtick, man. He 
looks like the devil - what do you expect? 

We had just missed their set. but I've 
seen them so many times that I'll describe 
what probably happened. The room cleared 
- ba dump bump. Kidding kidding. But I 
bet some people left 'cuz let's face it - the 
kids can’t handle the evil that is Milk. 
They said they hadn't practiced in two 
months, so maybe they weren't exactly on 
top of their game. But I’m betting Zack 
did some sick back flips while Andy 
growled like the ghost of Rasputin (or is it 
Lenin?) over some sloppy speed thrash - 
last time I saw them Dave had turned into 
an awesome drummer with a great touch 
for random cymbal flashes. 

After we said our 'hey. what's up's" and 
took some general abuse from Andy, we 
moseyed on in towards the door so we 
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with a couple of 1 
their own songs, 
then broke down 


the stage for the actual Zippo Raid. 

Ed, Ross, and I took the break as a 
chance to load in the rest of our gear. 
Most people cleared out to the parking lot. 
On one of the trips to the van I ran into 
Brent from Maine - you don't know him, 
but he put on a show in Orono, ME a few 
months ago that we played. He was in 
Salem because he had just started his trip 
across the country in his van. He has 
folks in a nearby town that he was visiting 
on his way through. He had just finished 
making his van livable, and the plan was 
to hit the road without a plan - go until 
he didn't feel like goin' anymore. It gave 
me dreams of Kerouac and William Least 
Heat-Moon ("Blue Highways") - talk about 
freedom. 

I had to help finish loading, so we broke 
up our conversation, and I helped with the 
rest of the shit. Ed and I moved the van 
to a parking spot down the street which in 
addition to being the truth is also code for: 
we went and had beers. Unfortunately, we 
didn't have time to stop for drinks on the 
way to Salem, so we only had the two that 
I grabbed out of my fridge on the way out 
the door. We also didn't know that there 
was a bar in the basement until halfway 
through our set later on that night - duh. 
So we each chugged a beer and headed 
back to the show. - Forgot to mention 
that some time between loading and beers I 
ran into Captain Geech, aka Josh; he had 
to leave early and was apologizing, but I 
stopped him and told him that I had 
missed his set anyways, so he said, "Well, 
we're even then." But here's another That 
Maine Show connection - the Jonee 

Earthquake Band had made the road trip 
with us; Geech and his girlfriend, Marjorie, 
shared our van half-way back to Nashua, 
NH to a lake house that Ed's parents have 
and don't really use - kind of a 
retirement house - it's beautiful, 
but that's another story - 
Geech and Marjorie 
got drunk 


with us as we marveled at the most 
expansive and sharp star-sky that I have 
ever seen. My point - it was good to see 
the Geech. 

We went back inside and the quick beer 
was made better by Zippo Raid in mid-set. 
Matt Bartlett was filling in on drums. He 
used to play full-time for them, but doesn't 
anymore; I don't know what he's doin' with 
his time - I hear he has a foxy girlfriend 
though. He's my favorite Zippo drummer - 
mean, perfect beats. Joe Chanticlear is 
now lead guitar, and man, can he wank. 
Sorry Joe - you know it's true. Wank-o- 
rama! Owen plays bass - he's still 
loosening up; and of course, there's Joe Z. 
on rhythm guitar and vocals - no naked at 
this show. Joe Z.'s pretty funny when he 
play's naked 'cuz he takes it all off - 
except maybe his socks - but, Joe C. 

always leaves his pants around his ankles. 
If yer gonna, take 'em off - take 'em all 
the way off. How can you get the way- 
cool-leg-spread-guitar stance with pants 
around your ankles? Exactly - you can't. 

Anyway, Zippo finished and practically the 
same members took forever to set up their 
gear for Chanticlear: they have different 
drummers; Joe Z. moved to bass; Dan came 
up on guitar; and Joe C. stayed on guitar. 
Is Chanticlear turning emo on us? I swear 
I saw some tears during their set. The 
crowd loved them and did lots of sing- 

alongs. I wasn't feeling enough of a buzz 
yet, so I started hitting my flask of 

whiskey in the bathroom. After a couple 
of tips in the air things were starting to 
feel right. Everyone went nuts during their 
Minor Threat cover - a drunk band covering 
the godfathers of straight-edge. Discuss.... 
They finished up and took forever to break 
down. All blame goes on the drummer: 

can someone please explain to him the 

concept of breaking down his kit off-stage, 
not on-stage? We stood and watched him 
make neat piles of his cymbals and 
hardware, and then brought our gear to the 
side of the stage and waited for him to get 


the rest of his shit off. Normally, we'd 
help carry his shit, but we've been through 
this particular breakdown before - he just 
doesn't get it. 

We set up as fast as we could and jumped 
right in. Half the crowd was gone 'cuz we 
were the last band. The half that stayed 
was into it although a little subdued - a lot 
of head bobbing; not so much dancing. 
Brent sang along on "Shit for Brains," and 
Ed apologized for having nasty breath. It 
seems like we apologize for something 
every time we play. Note to self: no 
more apologizing on stage - it's boring. We 
had extra time, so we got to play extra 
songs - that was an unexpected bonus 
especially after the feet dragging that was 
Chanticlear 's drummer. Zack jumped in on 
"Puke on U", and I thought I was gonna 
blow out my voice trying to keep up with 
his "HEYI's". We called it a night after 
much sweat and rock. It was a pretty 
good set considering it was our most sober 
set to date. 

We talked to a bunch of people after the 
set: got more info on Brent's trip; met 

Caitlin who swears she's our newest, 
bestest fan; yacked with Zack for a bit, 
then loaded the gear to the van where we 
blathered on for a while longer with Pat 
FNS and Joe Chanticlear. Then we got in 
the van and listened to the FU's and 
Menace on the way home. 

The next day we got on the road in the 
early afternoon - Ross drove the first leg. 
He kicked ass and got us to New York 
without stopping, then more driving. We 
were trying to get to Promised Land State 
Park in PA, but as the hours ticked, we 
realized that getting there before dark was 
unlikely, so we changed routes and tried 
for a campground near the NY-NJ border. 
Now, the thing about campgrounds is that 
they are pretty far off the highway. This 
is a good thing for camping, but a bad 
thing when your worried if your gonna get 
there in time. We drove slowly along a 
backwoods road With no idea where the 
entrance to the grounds was. It's an 
exercise in patience - you try it some time. 
We saw a ton of deer, which was nice. 
When we finally did get to the entrance - 
there hung the dreaded "All Full 
Reservations Only" jsign. We were 

fucked and 
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deep in the middle of nowhere. 

We kept driving in hopes of finding a 
place for food and beer. After a long 
drive we finally got out of the woods, and 
lo and behold, there was a liquor store and 
a pizza place right next to each other. 
The sun was setting as we went into the 
liquor store for some beer. Mission 
accomplished we moved on to pizza. As 
we sat and waited for the pie to cook, we 
decided to call it quits on camping for the 
night. We were miles from any state 
parks, and we didn't know where any 
private campgrounds might be. We joked 
about sleeping next to a boat launch like 
we did a few years ago - waking to the 
sight and sound of cars towing boats 
speeding over a hill and down towards us. 
Now that was a wake-up call. None of us 
wanted to do it, but it looked like we'd 
have to suck it up and pay for a hotel. 

After we ate, we drove for a bit to 
Mahwah, NJ and checked about five places 
before settling on a cheap-ass place. They 
only had smoking rooms available which 
was OK with us because Ross smokes 
tobacco, and me and Ross smoke weed. It 
was OK until we got to the floor anyway. 
The second we got off the elevator we 
realized why the lady who rented us the 
room was so apologetic - the entire floor 
smelled like used-cigarette filters held right 
under your nose - and not your used- 
cigarette filters either, other people's used- 
cigarette filters. Fuckin' nasty. The smell 
in the room was worse - but what could 
we do? Get fuckin' drunk, that's what. 
We proceeded to drink, smoke (not Ed), and 
watch a couple of stupid, but hilarious, 
movies until we passed out. "I will RULE 
YOU! I!" 

The next morning after we got cleaned up 
(sort of - Ross was the only one who could 
figure out the shower, he was last in line, 
so me and Ed weren’t real clean. The 
shower had a weird pull thing that neither 
Ed nor I could figure out. So I took a 
whore's bath - splash here, splash there; I 
don't know what Ed did.), we went down 
to check out the continental breakfast - not 
bad. More people than I normally like to 
see in the morning were meandering around 
the small food area where they had the 
usual fair - cereal, fruit, bagels, muffins - 


even a waffle-maker. We stocked up and 
chowed. One lady couldn't figure out how 
to use the microwave, so she kept yelling 
for help to her husband who was out in 
the lobby, "Dick! Dick, come here. Dick!" 
We all stuffed food in our mouths to keep 
from laughing. More people came down, 
and it got too crowded, plus there were a 
few flies flying around to help make the 
scene more annoying, so we loaded up on 
handfuls food and went back up to the 
room. 

We chowed and chilled for a bit, then took 
to the road again wishing this place fuckin' 
good riddance. We decided to hit a 
campground early, set up our tents, and 
then head to the show so we didn't get 
stuck like yesterday. After checking out 
the map, we chose one in western-NJ near 
the PA border - we'd have to drive a few 
hours to the show after set-up. 

We pulled into Spruce Run state 
campground in Clinton, NJ. It was on a 
lake and also served as a day recreation 
park with a beach. Our timing couldn't 
have been better because we pulled into 
line behind maybe four or five cars and 
within about two and a half minutes the 
line behind us was stretched to the street - 
ten or fifteen cars. At the booth they told 
us to pull around and come inside to get a 
campsite. We did that and took care of 
the paperwork - no problem, $15 for the 
night. The lady behind the counter looked 
Ed right in the eye as she got to the part 
in the regulation that says, "No alcohol." 
We nodded our heads and agreed as we 
silently thought, "Fuck that." I couldn't 
wait to crack open a beer by the campfire. 

So we wrapped it up, got back in the 
van, and drove to the site to set up our 
tents. As we drove we realized that this 
was a recreation hot bed for western NJ. 
There were hundreds of people milling 
about the beach and picnic areas. The 
park staff seemed a little exasperated by 
the parking situation and by people trying 
to drive their cars into the picnic area. 
We got the special treatment and drove 
right through the ranger blockade because 
we had the campsite reservation sign in 
our windshield - gold! baby, gold! 

Our spirits were high until we reached the 
site - the people from the night before were 


still there, 
and they didn't have to 
leave until noon - it was only! 
11:30. Waauughnt-waaaa.... [ 
We pulled into the site to the! 
left of what would be ours I 
because it was empty and! 
looked like a good place to I 
wait it out. While there II 
battled with a wasp that! 
really wanted to be in our I 
van, and we checked out the J 
map for a bit making fun of I 
strange town names in the f 
area like Buttzville, [ 
Beersville, and Beaver Lake. 

Most of the people at the J 
site we were waiting for j 
left (there seemed to be J 
several families camping i 
together), after about 15 or | 

20 minutes leaving only 
one woman and her two kids. They 
really dragged their feet and finally 
left at about 12:03. We had pretty 
much spent the last fifteen minutes 
quietly making fun of the mom, so at 
least that was a good time. 

We also lucked out and found a pile of 
wood that the people who had stayed at 
our wait-out spot the night before had left - 
so including the bag of wood that we 
bought at the ranger station for six bucks, 
we had plenty to get us through the night 
and morning coffee. The tent set-up went 
fast and easy. The spot was really quiet 
and green. We were right on the water, 
and to our right side was a small covered 
picnic area that looked rarely used. There 
was also lots of tree cover, and all three 
of us had branches hanging over our tents. 

Ross and I set up our tents down by the 
water; Ed set his up closer to the 
fire/eating area. There was a short path 
close to my tent that led to the water, and 
I had ideas of swimming later, but I didn't 
follow through. We wanted to hang out for 
a while because it was so quiet, and the 
sun was shining high with few clouds and 
dry air; but we had to get on the road to 
the show - we were running a little late at 
this point. 

We got in the van and slowly drove out 
of the camping area. The recreation part 
of the park was madness - people were just 
everywhere; cars filled the roadways. 
Children ran back and forth on the sandy 
paths toward the beach. Men and women 
carried coolers and bags. The contrast 
between the camping and rec areas was 
intense; we wondered why people didn't just 
get a site for the day instead of joining the 
hoard at the beach. It cost $10 to park 
for the day and only $15 for a site for the 
day and night that included your own 
personal parking spot. For an extra five 
bucks you'd have private access to the 
water, a shady spot to retreat to, stay the 
night if you wanted, and more - but no, 
that would make too much sense. 

Anyway, on the road we made good time. 
We had about an hour and a half to drive, 
and we were running late, but we just 
accepted it and didn't stress. We were 
following Yahoo directions along with our 
atlas so we were aware of where we were. 





The problem came when we got past 
Reading. We got on this long stretch of 
two-lane road. Lots of construction was 
being done off to the sides - but first - 
just before we got to this long stretch of 
two -lane road, we drove through a small, 
quaint, Dutch town (I missed the name - 
possibly Sinking Spring or it could have 
been a part of Reading) with large houses 
set back from the street and lush green 
lawns. What caught our eye first was lots 
of yard sales and at several of these yard 
sales were some old-time bikes like the 
little Schwinn Stingray that I used to have 
- banana seat, long stretch handle bars. 
They were all in pristine condition. Then 
we noticed an extraordinary amount of 
bike shops - like three or four in a two- 
mile stretch. Just before the two-laner left 
town, we saw a place where they had bike 
races. They were bike crazy here in PA. 

The neighborhood had such a soft, clean, 
quiet aspect that when combined with the 
old, well-kept houses and lawns, the yard 
sales, the vintage bikes, and the young, 
running children, I had a strange feeling 
of being transported back in time. The 
whole scene had a fifties -America feel. If 
we weren't late, I would have begged the 
guys to stop, so we could check out some 
of those bikes - not to mention I wonder 
now if they had any cheap records for 
sale. Plus, can you imagine the pie? 
They must have delicious pie in a town 
like that. 

But anyway, back to the part where we 
got lost. Well, not lost - but a little 
worried. We were real close to the show 
at this point, and we were about an hour 
late. Not cool - we don't like to be late, 
but we figured we're driving from Boston, 
so they have to forgive us a little bit. 
So, we're driving and driving along a 
construction filled two-laner expecting and 
expecting to be at the show any minute. 
At one point Ed spotted what looked like 
a firehouse and some emergency vehicles 
way off the road to our left and up a hill 
(the show was at Gouglersville Firehouse), 
but we didn't see a road that led up 
there, plus this spot didn't match the 
directions - so we kept driving for another 
ten minutes or so, and then, suddenly, the 
road we were on ended. Just like that. 
Ed and I looked at each other and said, 
"What the fuck?" The only choices were 
to get on a much larger highway that 
seemed to go in the completely wrong 
direction or turn around and check out the 
place that Ed held spotted. Luckily, we 
chose wisely and turned around - that was 
the place - way off the road up on a hill. 

We pulled into the parking lot and saw a 
couple of punks playing on a swing set 
off to the side where there was a 
playground. In front of us lay a huge 
green field of grass with a couple of 
scattered trees between the firehouse 
parking lot and the road we just came 
from. To our right and deep into the field 
there was a port-a-potty sitting inexplicably 
L by itself baking in the sun. We turned 
left and parked behind the brick wall of 
the firehouse. 


The parking lot did not look full, and 
other than the couple of kids at the 
playground, the only people in sight were 
two people standing by the door. It's 
never a good feeling to pull up an hour 
late and see no one around. We slowly 
got out of the van and walked over to 
meet the two guys by the door. The one 
on the left had a bull piercing through his 
nose, a black baseball cap, and a generally 
scruffy-looking appearance. The guy on 
the right looked pretty damn clean-cut - 
right down to what looked like a brand 
new Circle Jerks t-shirt, bleached blonde 
hair, and scrubbed skin. The guy on the 
left turned out to be Justin who had put 
the show together. Other than half of his 
band, we were the first band to arrive. 
The sketchy feeling was growing. Justin 
introduced us to the clean-cut guy who 
was supposedly putting out a comp that 
we could be on in lieu of payment for 
playing. They asked if that was cool with 
us. It didn't look like anyone was here 
anyway, so payment looked like it would 
end up being out of the guy's pocket. 
That's lame, so we went with the comp 
idea. We'll see if that ever comes 
together.... 

We went downstairs to check out the 
room. A long, steep, concrete stairway led 
down to what felt like a bomb shelter. 
The air was much cooler down there. 
About three more kids lurked quietly in a 
corner and one girl .stood behind a merch 
and soda counter. At the end of the 
counter sat one more girl and her mom. 
Everyone looked at us as we walked into 
the tiny room. We nodded to everyone 
and got timid "hello's" in return. 

We carried on with our looking around. 
The room was about square - maybe 25 or 
30 feet wide and long. The playing area 
was to our left as we came in and there 
were tables to our right where the three 
kids were skulking. There was a PA near 
the playing area, which was good - we 
wouldn't be singing through guitar amps. 


However, this was looking like we’d driven 
to Pennsylvania to play to three kids who 

were scared of us, half a band, the 

merch/soda girl, and some girl and her 
mom. 

We went back upstairs and decided to go 
get food before we unloaded - we wanted 
to see how this was gonna play out for a 
bit. Justin told us that he had heard 

from one of the other bands, and they 
were on the way. He also told us that 
they don't sell beer on Sunday's in 

Pennsylvania - that was real bad news. 
We had a little whiskey and no beer. The 
idea of a long, sober day was not to my 
liking, but I was starving, so I bit my 
tongue and took on one problem at a time 
- food was the priority. 

We found a shopping plaza down the 
road a bit that had a supermarket. We 
shopped for lunch, dinner, and breakfast 
and loaded the cooler. I was dying for a 
coffee, but didn't see any coffee shops. I 
went in a KFC that was in the same 
shopping plaza expecting the worst coffee 
in the world and waited in line behind an 
enormous fat man ordering about forty 
dollars worth of food. I tried not to stare 
at his girth, but I was bored and we were 
the only two customers. After he was 
done carrying his food away from the 
counter in a wheel barrel - kidding - I 
found out that they didn't sell coffee - so 
I ended up drinking a Coke once we got 
back to the firehouse. 

When we did get back to the show the 
other two out-of-town bands had shown up 
and were loading. We pulled up close to 
the door and started loading ourselves. 
Justin came over and told us, "I'm sorry 
to do this to you, but I'm gonna have to 
put you on first." Turns out that none of 
the local bands had shown up yet, and the 
other two out-of-town bands had played 
here before, so he wanted to put them on 
later. We didn't care, so we finished 
loading and set our shit up. 

At some point during all of this Ross and 


I stood upstairs in the shade looking out at 
the field and the traffic beyond - I think it 
was between loading and setup, and Ed was 
off parking the van. From around the 
corner a rotund woman slowly rode by on 
a rider mower; she rode by us, did a U- 
turn, and slowly rode past us going the 
other way. Ross and I looked at each 
other; I shrugged and said maybe she was 
taking it for a test drive. Then, about a 
minute later, she came back again; this 
time she had two large pizza boxes on the 
hood of her rider mower and held them 
steady with her right hand. As she 
disappeared around the building, the two of 
us burst out laughing. We looked around 
for someone to confirm what we were 
seeing, but we were alone at the top of the 
stairs. I chuckled all the way down and 
started setting up my gear. 

We ended up being a mic stand short, so 
Justin and I set up a cymbal stand and 
duct tape for a mic stand. We were 
dragging our feet a little setting up, and I 
was trying to stay relaxed. After our gear 
was in place we went out to the van to 
work on the whiskey. Justin came over to 
nudge us into getting things going, so we 
swallowed 'em down and got down to the 
show. 

With the other bands and a couple other 
new additions to the crowd there were 
somewhere around fifteen people downstairs. 
The whiskey had fueled the fire, so I was 
feeling sufficient anger. Ed told me later 
that he was feeling the anger too. The 
room was deathly quiet before we started 
to play - almost like no one wanted to be 
there. We kicked it in and did our usual, 
fast and furious, few-stops set. At first 
the crowd didn't do much, but as we 
moved from song to song, feet started 
stomping and heads started nodding in 
agreement to the tunes. People began to 
smile and loosen and yelled between songs 
some life entered the building. At the end 
of the set we were practically mobbed by 
people shaking our hands and telling us 
that we'd had a great set, so I guess we 
did all right. 

The singer for Eyes of Hate (one of the 
other out-of-town bands) was talking with 
us and drinking a beer. He's a huge guy 
with a faded, red mohawk and a long, scar 
on the side of his head. I asked him, 
"They don't mind you drinking that down 
here?" I always get nervous openly 


drinking at all-ages shows where they don't 
have a bar 'cuz I don't want to get the 

people putting on the show in trouble. He 
just said, "I'm messed in the head, so I 
don't think sometimes. You want one?" 
Did I want one? Hell yes! - So Ed and I 
went upstairs and hung out drinking by 

their cooler between sets. The singer, Al, 
introduced us to their guitar player, 

Antonio, who was real quiet and kind of 
shy. I got the feeling that he didn't speak 
much English. I think he's a Spanish 

speaker. I never confirmed that though. 
There was also this crazy guy whose name 
I never got who was traveling with Eyes of 
Hate. Al's first words about him were, 
"Don't listen to him - he's a drunk, crazy 
Puerto Rican." This dude was a funny 
fucker. He had us rolling with half-told 
stories that I didn't know him well enough 
to believe or not believe. He also did this 
joke where he pretended he was a mean, 
old, man shuffling along. He wore sneaker- 
sandals and slid his feet with a drop-ass 
and shook his fist; he’d reach down and 
take off one of the sandals and shake it in 
the air; later he pretended to hit the singer 
with it during Eyes of Hate’s set; all the 
while, he had this twisted up expression on 
his face where one eye was almost crossed. 
We were dying. After a little while he 
caught a view of the swing set that he 
must've missed on his way in, and said, 
"I'm goin' to fuckin' swing," and that he 
did. We stood with our beers smiling and 
shaking our heads as we watched him half- 
march, half -charge across the parking lot 
towards the swings. 

We ended up missing the beginning of 
Endangered Feces, the next band up, but 
I'm telling you, you don't want to miss a 
minute of them if they come around your 
way. During their load-in they carried in 
trip after trip of cardboard boxes. 
Originally, I thought they must have tons 
of merch, and I wondered why they didn't 
just bring down some of it instead of all of 
it. But the boxes turned out to be filled 
with rolls of toilet paper - lots of toilet 
paper. 

By the time we got downstairs the room 
was covered from wall to wall and floor to 
ceiling with white toilet paper. It was 
possibly the funniest thing I've ever seen. 
Instead of a pit, the middle of the room 
was a massive toilet paper fight. Kids 


were grabbing rolls 
and whipping them at each other across 
the room so that streams of fluttering 
white would fly and float gently to the 
floor behind the screaming, fast, toilet- 
paper-roll bomb. Other kids scooped 
massive armloads of the stuff and put it 
over their heads so that there were several 
toilet paper monsters with moshing arms 
mulling about bopping up and down - all of 
this with a hardcore soundtrack. 

The singer's voice was a deep growl into 
a wide-mouth scream. The music was 
completely tight - and the sick drummer 
not only played psycho, but he stepped out 
from behind the kit for an on-stage pee 
break. No lie. He stood in front of his 
kit and peed into a bottle. Then - again 
no lie - he sang an acappella pub song into 
the mic that finished with him downing the 
entire bottle of pee. No fuckin' lie. Then 
they slammed back into the set - totally 
surreal - I saw a kid ask the singer to 
autograph a cardboard t f ube from one of the 
toilet paper rolls. Genius! The-kid-who's- 
• mom-was-there's mom asked me if I'd ever 
seen anything like that before. I had to 
say, "No, ma'am, I haven't." 

We went over and yacked it up with 
Endangered Feces after their set, and then 
went upstairs again after helping to clean 
up the mess. Ed picked up some paper a 
little too close to where the drummer had 
filled his bottle; he got pee on his hands. 
Ha! We went back to the whiskey, and I 
was getting a pretty good buzz. This show 
was turning out to be much less sober and 
much more fun than I thought it was 
gonna be. 

Eyes of Hate went on next. I had 
forgotten that we had played with these 
guys before: once in Cambridge with the 
Unseen and once in Lawrence, Mass, with 
the Jonee Earthquake Band. They had a 
different drummer now. Their sound is 
total New York Hardcore - old-school style 
like early Agnostic Front. This is the 
kind of stuff that Ross loves. Everyone 
was digging their set, and I was thinking 
that I didn’t remember them being nearly 
this good the last time I saw them. The 
guitar player blazed with short wrist 
strokes. The drummer was right on with 
just enough looseness - and breakdowns! 
Yup! Massive, killer breakdowns. The 
bass player sounded heavy and solid, and 
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was definitely having a lot of fun and at 
times did some serious head banging. The 
singer absolutely ripped - he stalked back 
and forth and swigged beer between 
verses. Throughout their entire set the 
Puerto Rican guy whose name I never got 
was doing a complete improv comedy act. 
He was doing the old-man mime, shuffle- 
foot, sandal-slap, fucking around with a 
punked-out Cartman doll, and circling the 
pit doing awesome schizo- kick -fist moves. 
That dude was fucking hilarious, and he 
was having a blast. The band finished 
strong, and we were all friends at this 
point, so we hung-out and had a beer. 

. We went back down when Justin's band 
started playing - they were pretty new 
school hardcore/screamo. They have a 
new drummer, plus, I guess they had just 
kicked out their bass player, so were 
playing bass-less. It was hard to gauge 
what they’re really like musically, but at 
least they were ripping it up. The other 
local bands finally showed up just before 
Common Enemy (Justin's band) went on. 
That's totally lame. How can you be in a 
local band and not come to see the out-of- 
town bands' sets? That makes no sense - 
whatever, they all looked like a bunch of 
Abercrombie kids with mega-expensive, 
brand new equipment anyway, so fuck 
'em. After Common Enemy's set, the out- 
of-towners started to take off. We weren’t 
gonna sit through these bands who 
couldn't tear themselves away from their 
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Nintendos. in time to see what had turned 
into a kick-ass show. Throughout the day 
during set breaks we had slowly been 
bringing equipment back to the van, so 
now there wasn't much to carry. We all 
said our good-byes and traded contact info 
and hugs. 

As we were getting in the van, Justin 
came over to say a final goodbye, and he 
gave us the skinny on buying beer in 
Pennsylvania on Sunday's. You have to 
go to a restaurant and buy a six-pack to 
go. So we hopped in the van and lo and 
behold there was a restaurant with a sign 
in the window that said, "Beer To Go." 
What a world! We bought two sixes "to 
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go, please"; headed for the campsite; lit a 
fire; cooked dinner; got drunk; and went 
to bed. 

I won't go into all the hanging-out-by-the- 
campfire stuff because I'd like to get some 
sleep now. But, I will say that I was still 
drunk in the middle of the night when I 
had to jump out of my sleeping bag and 
sprint around my tent in my underwear in 
the rain in order to put the rain tarp on - 
it was pouring; I got wet, but the thunder 
was fuckin' cool. 
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that the postal service.- TraftonWe need more sluts 
Everybody is sunburnt, especially Jason. 

The club had without a doubt the smelliest shitter I've ever 
seen. You could smell it down the hall and around the 
comer. The show last night was pretty funny. I'd forgotten 
about Goth bands. I never really though we would end up 
playing with one, maybe it was because Type O Negative 
was playing down the street. 1 still like Carnivore better. 

Anyway, the punks we stayed with were cool. We drank 
Black Label while some hairy chick showed me her chain- 
mail bra. The fliers for the show are kind of funny. The 
Satan is funny. 1 didn't think we were that punk. Right now 
we're just driving around looking for a camp ground to get drunk at. -Jay 

8/6 - Went camping last night. We got a good camping spot in East Bumfuck, Ohio. We set up camp, got lire 
wood, and played nickel-dime-quarter poker for a couple of hours. Jay and Andy crashed. Zack and I went looking 
for Action. We found 3 redneck bars and drank at all of them. One bar called C&C's had chicks dancing on the bar 
and a bunch of drunk veterans. We shot the shit with all of them. They had a drink which involved snorting salt up 
your nose, taking a shot of Tequila, then squirting lemon juice in your eye. This town is very small. All of the 
pretty girls leave as soon as they are old enough to drive. I kicked some locals ass in billiards, which pissed 'em 
off. Zack and I left to go back to the campsite. We found a Marina and after a couple of attempts, I managed to 
hotwire a boat and play bumper boats with a bunch of S30K sailboats. Very fun.. ..we slashed tires all the way back 
to our campsite while I threw up. We are on our way before the cops catch up to us. I'm looking forward to 
camping again tonight. I bought a local bluegrass CD called "The Carters". They are 6 tamily members who 
formed a band. One father, one son, and four daughters (not bad looking). They rock the farm. 1 can't imagine 
living here, the midwest farmers daughters are nowhere to be found.-Trafton 

Yeah, last night we terrorized that town after drinking in the shittiest townie bar we could find. I was outside 
puking when a pig drove by. Then he saw me driving the van so he followed us for miles. We were so drunk. 1 he 
marina was fun. Cutting all the lines on the docks, and watching the yachts just drifting' away. I rafton actually 
hotwired a friggin' yacht. I cut all of the lines but we couldn't break into the steering, so we threw the motor into 
another yacht and fucked up the side. Then we slashed the park ranger's tires and passed out. Other than the drag 
races that was the most fun I've had. We're heading to Lake Michigan to camp again. Andy threw on the Chronic 
album, so I must smoke with Jay now. -Zack 

We got the Chronic pumpin', smokin' a jizoint with Zizack in the Vizan Indiana style my nizil. But anyway, we're 

on our way to Lake Michigan to camp and get shitfaced with the locals or 
some shit. -Jay , 

Lake Michigan rules! We just went swimming and drank some beers. Trafton 
went Pork Snorkeling. Now we're going to the local bar to challenge the 
house band to a rock off! We'll let you know what happens, ok Turbo?- Zack 
8/7 - We just ate breakfast at some truck stop and bought some fire works. 
We're stuck in traffic on our way to Chicago. We went to some wacky bar 
last night Zack found some girls to come back to our camp site and drink with 
us. They were drunk and wanted us to play Dixie Chicks covers. I guess one 
of the bands tonight has spooky eyes and corpse paint. I can't wait. What the 
fuck is with the goth thing out here? Maybe it's all the fucking gay bars and 
shit. At least we get free drinks tonight. I have the feeling we'll need thern.- 
Jay 

Chicago is pretty cool. Allot fo pretty girls and sex shops. The club (1 he 
Bottom Lounge) was cool. Not allot of people but we had the whole crowd. 
We played a fuckin rockin' set and I don't think they were ready for it. I 
found a cool bar down the street. It had $1 MGD's and it was a nice place to. 
The club has a cool 




band room with a lock and a second floor bar with pool and shit. All in all I think we’ll come back and play some different 
clubs. We got some numbers and shit. Now we're on our way to Detroit. We ate at the same truck stop...same taste to. Me 
and frafton bought Andy some of those sick-on-chrome ladies for the fan. Now we just need a CB and air horns and we’ll 
be kings of the road.- Jay 

I bought some good weed off of this black dude on a low rider bicycle named Rich Money Love. Rocked the fuck out of 
Chicago. It was a good feeling after doing nuthin for 2 days. Everyone said Detroit will be fun and we’re actually playing 
with a band that has another upright bass. Maybe some people will show up on a Friday night. 

We went through the Indiana Triangle. It was kind of like the one in Bermuda. The CD player wouldn't work. All of the 
phones were broken. Very weird. We were definitely in crop circle country. I think Trafton was abducted and probed 
because he was walking kinda funny the next day.-Zack 



8/8- Detroit is cool. Kind of sketchy, but the club and bartenders were cool. Me and Trafton weren't, and saw an all ages 
show for None More Black and did spin kicks and shit NH style. It was fun. We loaded in 
around 7 and didn't play until after midnight. The whole 
block we were on turned into 


around I 1 o'clock. People were brown 
baggin' it. pissin in the street and more ho's than you could shake a stick 
at. I he first band was the Betty lords. I heyr were OK but just kind of the same old shit. The Coffin 
C ats drummer couldn't make it. so the Betty Fords drummer sat in w ith them. ..they were pretty good.- Jay 
Detroit is a fucked up town. We got in town around 4:00pm and I went to the strip club down the street. Weird place. 
Strippers were making out w ith customers and rubbing their junk all over everyone. Beer was $6. so I left after a couple. I 
went to that all ages punk show with Jay and dominated the mosh pit NH hardcore style. We loaded in and met a couple of 

girls who were really fucked up. One bought me drink s and kept touching me. and her friend something was wrong. 

I hey were way too pretty for this bar. We played and they disappeared after watching for about 1/2 an hour. I’ve heard of 
oigun thieves and I leally think that s what they were up to. You know. II I went home with them, they would slip 
something in my drink, and I would wake up in a bathtub full of ice with a missing kidney . .THIS SHIT REALLY 
HAPPENS!! Who knows, maybe they were just beautiful women in silk dresses, diamonds, and $100 perfume that love to 
have threesomes with the first guy they laid in dive bars. Yeah right, something was fucked up. ..Anyway, the show went 
really well. We met some cool people then decided to leave town. We walked outside 


* _ 


and ii was apparent that we were on the wrong side of town. It was like the 
C renshaw scene in "Boys In The I lood". $40K SUV's w it h S I OK w heels. 

TV's. ...ect. I ull of thug looking black guys erusin' around yelling at 
even one. Crowds of thugs walking around even where, pissin. brown 
Vgjgg* batiuin. slappiiV bitches, eet. We were the only white guys surrounded by 

wanna-be gangsters in shit box ears and real (Hi's in C addies and Mercedes. 
Jay loaded tie shotgun and we left without any static. Detroit is like 
U something out of a movie: I didn't feel like I could trust any one. Some kid 

said that he dresses really poor so he doesn't get robbed. I he clubs have 
armed guards. I his town makes NYC look like the New Hampshire 
seaeoasl. Very cool experience, i can't wait to go back. I want to tour the CiM 
factory and hang in the ghetto again. - 1 ration. 

PS /ack was a grumpy bitch last night. 

PPS. /ack puked and passed out 10 minutes alter leaving Detroit. 

PPPS. /ack is a sally . 

PPPPS. I still get more pussy than you. for now. -/ack 
PPPPPS. Yeah, but half the time they are fat pigs that are 40+.. .I've got more 
standards than you.. chubby chaser. 

PPPPPS. Puss\ ain't got no face. And I don't fuck fat chicks. ...even though 
they need lu\ in' too! 

SO- We met up with the Midnight Plow boys in PA and went back to Jim's house for some beers and shot the shit. Went to 
an outdoor show the\ had to play at. It was a bit of a bumkin lest, but $1 beers, then on to the club. Mooddogs is pretty cool. 

I he Plouuh Bo\s played a great set and then we tore the place up. I hen we went back to DP's house for the after party. 100+ 
beers, food, a hot tub. tunes, girls, drags and a great bunch ol guys to party with. I hose guys tucking rock. One ol them built 
a bar in his house because we were showing up. Now that's good people. We will definitely be doing more shows with 
them. It's about noon on Sunday. W e’re driv inu home through Pennsylvania. All in all it was not a badj^eL_W_ejn^^ 



of cool people and cool clubs, got fucked up everyday and had a great time doing it. 1 think next time we’ll go down south 
for a week. We've got some bands we met at the Heavy Rebel Weekend down there. But as for this little tour, it need like it 



started fucking rocking. Just next time. ..no goth bands. - Jay 

8/10 - 1 had the best time on tour last night. We met up with the Plowboys and they showed us hospitality like never before. 
They let us shower and drink their beer for a while. We went to a country fair they were playing, very funny crowd. All 
rednecks. Some little kid was setting off stink bombs and I sold him some fireworks for a couple of bucks. Jay and I were 
testing out some of or M-95's and M-200’s(they suck). Some rent-a-cop threatened to arrest me. We laughed at him and 
went to the show. It was a cool bar. Kind of a blues club. I was outside warming up when a cop pulled up. I started talking 
with him about guns. He had a Glock-17 with a laser scope. I actually got him to pull out the gun to show me the laser 
scope!! This crazy motherfucker was pointing it at houses to show me the range (Glocks don't have safety's!!). He told me 
he plays with stray cats when he's bored. "They chase the laser all over the damn place." he said. What a dipshit. We played 
a great show and sold a ton of shit. We 
met an all girl punk band called 
Bunny Five Coat. They want us to 
play some shows with them. We went 
to a kick ass house afterwards. Food, 
beer, booze, women, and a hot tub. I 
dank ice cold Schlitz in the hot tub 
for a while. The kid who owned the 
house built a bar for us, great guy. 

Everyone got shitfaced. The cops 
showed u and checked ID's then left. 

Met some great people . We've never 
had any group of people treat us so 
fuckin good. Free food, beer, beds 
and chicks.. .unfucking real. The 
Midnight Plowboys kick ass. -Trafton 
I fucking hate driving home. I would 
rather just be there. I want to fuck 



my girlfriend and feed my cat. I haven’t showered in 6 days, and even then it was in Lake Ontario. I haven’t changed my 
pants either and the cuffs are all crusty with piss from all of the bars. My sideburns are almost a beard and they kind of 
attach to my neck hair. 1 need to brush my teeth also. So much beer and MacDonald’s... I feel like shit. But memories are 
made of this. I love my band. I love the Midnight Plowboys and their crew. Everyone else can go to hell, especially al these 
assholes on the highway. Maybe I’ll kill myself. -Andy 

Almost home. ..good weed. Talked to more people without neck tattoos. I didn’t see anyone at the bar bored while we played 

either. Good times.- X J6CK 
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Thursday 5/22 The Devil's PunchBowl w/ Hellbilly's, Dragstrip Demons, 
Hayride to Hell, Concombre Zombies 

F ridav 5/2 3 Showcase Theatre w/ T.U.K, Lobo Negro, Dragstrip Demons, Plan % 
Saturday 5/24 The Glass House AMERICAN KN1GHTMARE FESTival 
Sunday 5/25 The Tiki Bar w/ Left for Dead, Smoking Revolver, 12 Step Rebels, 
James Demon, The Spectors 

Wednesday 5/28 The Doll Hut w/ Trenches, Black Roses, Atomic Men, Coffin' 
Draggers 

Thursday 5/29 The Parkside w/ Gin Demons, The Hellbilly's 
Friday 5/30 T he Blank Club w / The Amazombies, The Hellbilly's 
Saturday 5/3 1 Rooster's Roadhouse w/ The Hellbilly's 
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BORING PLIGHT. WE FIGHT WITH TAMPOSS FOR 


WEDNESDAY 5/21 
6=00PH- LEAVE BOSTON. 

AMUSEMEKT 

» H CHICAGO. BOOZE AND PILLS TO EASE INTO 
910PM- DROPPIN’ MARY HEATSTICKS. 
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SbiSwL® 1,1 ** 1,11 * 


10-10AH- WAKE GP AND EAT BREAKFAST. 

2*tv Ml BUHB GET GS A HOTEL FOR A WEEK. WE WALK 
5 CISCO S AND GET TOO MGCH BEER AND BOOZE TO CARRY BACK. 
SO JJ SWIPE THE SHOPPING CART TO BRING THE BOOZE BACK 
10 ME HOTEL. 

mnmr an gp at the devil s pgnchbowl in north 

HOLLYWOOD WHERE WE FIND OUT THAT THE PEOPLE IN N 

». THE CAPT. (OGR BASSIST IS UNDER 21 
AND THEREFORE CANNOT BE IN THE CLGB. SO. HE GETS TO 

BLM HUF ■ 

10-52PM- ZACH THE RIPPER 


CALIFORNIA H01ERFGCKERS ARE PISSING HE OFF. SO F 
SITTING IN THE CAR....LXFXOXDX....WE BETTER GET 
SOHETHING TO HAKE HE FEEL BETTER SOON®!!! 

iifln B * HpSyf HMlinra™ 
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FRIDAY 5/23 

12J0PH- GET GP AT NOON AND CRACK SOME BEERS. 

WE n MET GP Wmj SOHE FRIENDS FOR HEXICAN FOOD 
AND GO TO HGNTINGTON BEACH TO CHILL FOR THE 
DAY TODAYS SHOW IS AT THE SHOWCASE. THIS IS 
THE COOLEST ALL AGES CLGB I HAVE EVER SEEN. 

GOOD SOGND SYSTEM, A BALCONY. AND A BARD ROOH 
WITH BEERS. THIS SHOW GOT OFF TO A WEIRD 
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BCrTTLES ^ANDRGDDINE™ * M ™ BWG,SG * 0,,R m ™™NG TO THROW GS OUT BECAGSE OF THE EXCESSIVE NOISE. BROKEN 
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HONDAY 5/26 

«g£ n JS D fl! f Mn G M K s W. UK WJRtt AS'LW WE ™ m HOLLYWOOD TO CATCH THE 
MERi iHiiK LOOKED LIKE 1 PORM STAR. II WEIT M AMOEBA RECORDS AID P00ID TOSS OP COOL CD S. THIS IS PROBABLY THE 


WHAT WE ARE USED TO. THE HILLBILLY S GOT A ROOM TOO AID 
SOME FRIE1DS CAME BACK TO PARTY. WE BODIED BACK AMD FORTH 
FROM ROM TO ROOM DRIBKIIOG AID SMOK1KG. IT WAS A LATE EIGHT 
AID WE WE ALL FEEL LIKE SHIT II THE M0RIHHG. 

SATURDAY S/31 

TODAY IS OUR LAST SHOW. WE CHECK OUT OF THE HOTEL AE GET 
SOME BREAKFAST AT DEMY'S WITH THE HILLBILLY’S. THERE IS A 
BIG PARTY BEFORE THE SHOW. WE ARRIVE AT THE PARTY. IT IS A 
BIG COOKOUT WITH TOIS OF FOOD AE FREE BEER. WE “ 
BURGERS. CHICKEI AE DRIE BEER AE WHISKEY 
THE CLUB AT ABOUT 9 PM. THIS IS Al ALL AGES 
KIDS ARE STAHTUG TO FILL II. THE FIRST HE IS A COOL YOU* 
BA®. SOME OTHER BAID GOES 01 EXT WHO ARE 
FUL, HUT REALLY MCE GUYS WHO LET US BORROW 
; or EXT AE PUT 01 A FUCKIT GREAT SHOW. 
REALLY GOOD PIT AE THE KIDS ARE REALLY 1IT0 IT. 
RICK AKA ’THE BROWI SPEW' FROM THE HELLBILUES 
JMES UP 01 STAGOlB PLAYS 2 SOWS WITH US. AFTER OUR SET 
TOM' SHOW AE A COOL WAMM® OIM 
AFTERWARD. WE ARRIVE ABOUT 2-10AM TOTH 
1*. WE HA: 


PRETTY 
DRU! 

m 

10CKII 





AT 930AMJE START OUR LOIG DRIVE FROM SAI 
EE. WO" MEET UP WITH SOME FRIEES II ORAIGE COUfTY 
IF OF THE SIDE OF IE CAR AID REMOVE ALL OF THE PISS 
SECURITY. ECT. WE ARE TIRED. HUIG OVER. AE SMELL LIKE SHIT. 



JR Al EMI 
M USUAf 

Iff 


AM PLAY "ALIEN VAGIIA’l 
ASS! WE HEAD TO A Hr 
TRIBUTE BAID PLAYISG. THE 
FOR A COUPLE OF HOWS. 



HIDES TO STAY « SI. HR A COUPLE OF EXTRA 
“IRE BEAM* TO THE AIRPORT. WH JIUI 
BEFORE WE RETURN THE REITAL. L.A.X. SUCKS! 

ID LUCK TO WHOEVER SITS EXT TO US 01 THE PC 
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before we left. 

! that the van's re 
i and ray license w 
..Why ami 

It was annoying when I had to get 
sorted out, and it’s even meat annoying 
to write about it. Long story short, weft 
about 90% legit baby! There’s a loose 
end or 2 but, it’s mostly kosher. So now 
we are prepared to embark on a 
j surrealistic journey through time and 
space. Careening about the cavernous 
void that is the east coast scene in an 
Econoline. I# even more romantic than it sounds 
: up with a cup of cappe and ready your mind for this steaming pile of paper we’re about 
'ete just called me BH11 Shakespeare because he thinks he’s cool, but actually.. no HA! 
bkfnot-Snorting Choad Chomper. Suck it son. 9 Guys in a van for 2 weeks. The homoerotic 
undertones will undoubtedly be too overpowering to ignore.- Bryan 

l i i ur s^ay May 15th Dear Diary, We played the first show last night in Boston. By far the best show we’ve 
played here in a long time. The PA broke in the middle of The Profits set, so Clit 45 had to pretend the 
mike made their voices audible. Then he set up a guitar amp for me to sing through. Moving on, the post- 
show celebration, ....We all went out to a hipster night at the Paradise. Mike Clit locked lips with some 
swinging single. Some other stuff happened. Then we left. Most of us went to find a party we were 
invited to. Ok, we weren't invited, we just heard someone say that there was a party. We didn't find the 
one we were looking for, but we found a college party with 2 kegs. Beer was free and women with below 
average appearances were plentiful. Some fat red-faced college 
butthead got angry when Mike AGT kept interrupting his Beer Pong 
dynasty with the flick of a light Switch. Then we left and went back to 
respective lodging locations. Pete stumbled in a bit after us. 
ad gone to some hotel in Kenmore Sq. with John's brother. If it 
y, that's because it was. Then I woke up to John's new 
lapping my face. He’s a darling little rascal. We play a skate park 
outside Springfield, Mass tonight. Maybe they will let us skate for 
free. 1*11 break my leg trying to ollie over a guitar chord and then I’ll 
shoot myself in the face. Bye. -Bryan 

WOW. What a dud. Westfield ....more like Total Suckfield. We 
arrive at the show at a skate park and there ain’t nobody there! 

Apparently, there wasn't much promotion and no one cares about punk 
on Thursday night in West Crummyfield. While Rufio frolicked on a 
grassy knole, we ail pondered whether to play or not to play. It looked 
as if we were just going to turn around and go home , but a bunch of 


suck-wads decide we should play. So well be hitting the enormous MSC stage and play to thousands.. .no 
hundreds...no dozens...no tens...no two people in this Jip-Joint Crap Hole, this will be a hoot. -Pete 

IdteLMay 16th Ya, so as Pete pointed out. the show sucked. W# played to about 5 people and made (I'm 
not kidding) 5 bucks. So, we got some brews and hauled ass back to Providence to stay at Bryan's. I took 
a shower as the fella's indulged in a game of Suicide (a take-no-prisoners drinking game). After that we 
spun some records, drank, danced with Mary Jane and watched some Conan until Pete came downstairs 



kinky Mr.Ed". Clit 


45's drummer took the opportunity to ride on the hairy bronco and fortunately it was all captured 
on video and will be released under the title "Do You Mind If a Horse Hangs Out Here?" In the morning, 
after a night of continually interrupted sleep with Bryan's thought-to-be-out-of-town roommate (don't 
ask), I found a small white mouse hanging out in the kitchen. Long story short, Rufio befriended him and 
then we fed him to a snake. Later, we recorded some vocals for an extremely secretive... THIS ENTRY IS 
OVER!- Mike 

Saturday Mav 1 7th The New London show was good. The sound was pretty shitty, but there was a decent 



«w 


asfSsf* 


aim out. We went to our friend D.B.'s house afte 
and repeated the Providence processions. But 
minus the horse/mouse/snake 3 ring circus. Di*6 
CHI’S nauseous noggin' repfeced;'|fike's in tb« 
\mt bowl. We played a game of hoops in the 
morning. Mike Street/Jerry Sienfield took a hard 
foul on an aggressive lay-up resulting in nothing 
exciting. On our way to Albany now. The van's 
having some tempurature issues and the now- 
leaking tank only holds 10 gallons, so our ga 
stop come every hour, hour and 1/2 or so. Later 


18th Eventually we ended 


i ( . U P in Albany, a little late but nobody seemed to mind, especially 

not Pete s ' friend" (?) Ted the booker, who had the back room ready for us with beer and food, and all the 
other lavish accommodations that meet us at all the cool destinations on our journey. So after watching 3 
bands and countless scores of underage chicks being denied by Mike (Clit 45’s drummer dude) Clit 45 
took^ the stage delivering a powerful, stunning display of human emotion and aggression , blowing all 
previous bands out of the water. I'm talking Mr. Wednesday, The Epidemic, and that other band (you 
know, &tf tte big boys of the scene). Then it was AGT’s turn to kick out the jams, and kick them out we 
did. We even playing the first encore of the tour. The show was awesome, we were happy, we just needed 
t0 a ?- ace to crash. Coming through with the patsy was Rico, showing the tenaciousness of a hungry, 
cold, homeless man, he produced A lyssa, who had a place to crash, kinda. You see, Alyssa was a simple 
kind of girl spawned from an abusive, roaming k slier biker dad who was out of the house for the time 
being and presumed to stay that way. Once back at the house, we started to tie one on playing suicide (or 
at least a derivative of, which seemed to be a sad attempt at covering blatant alcoholism) and looking at 
pictures of 'Father of Death". Little did we know we were only preparing for what proved to be the real 


show of the night, 


He was pounding, and moaning, and 
making a face. 

He was standing and waving and 
i making her taste. 

We were staring, and adjusting, 
Kto and hiding our face. 

He was going the distance! 

■ Mike banged Alyssa in the 

hot tub while we watched from 
HA "Murder Dad's" room. What?! 

S What's the problem? Anyways, I 

KyHHL think we spooked them, so they 
R brought the show inside behind 
■ closed doors. We went to bed and 
' W got up and out by 8:30, 
m unscathed.- John 


Monday Mav 19th A great show again last night in Buffalo at a biker bar. My roommate’s a biker so me 
and the patch holders took some topless motorcycle mama's for a spin around Dead Man’s Curve. I soon 
worked my way through the ranks until I became leader of the pack by sheer virtue of gnarlyness and my 
household link to the seedy 2-wheeled underbelly. And none of that happened, man I had you going. The 
kids at the show were pumped up like Jo- Jo the idiot circus boy with a new toy. Us and Clit 45 were the 
toy since neither of us had played there before. We were supposed to play a show there last summer, but 
we couldn't make it. Word is, when we cancelled. The Virus decided to rock Sabresville with a three hour 
Springsteen-stye marathon of music. We're not blessed with the same endurance or physical prowess, so 
our set ended after 15 songs or so. Oi, after the show we went to somebody's house. One of the dudes that 
lived there started every sentence with Oi and emphasized in his spousal disagreement with a phoney- 
balogna english aceent...Awesome! After me and my mates had a few pints of lager at this bird's flat, Dave 
Clit and I talked hockey with a guy named "Spooney", our suicide streak is still going. Mike Clit has his 
own streak going now too. Two days in a row for him as he pulled out his Albany Ham Scam just in time 
to slip the Bleu Cheese in between some Buffalo Wings. I'm still not convinced he's straight. Straight 
Edge that is.. We woke up at 8:30 again, killed time playing with some kitten's and a 4 year old then set 
out for Wilkes-Barre, PA. Oi lads, true. -Bryan 

Flashing back to earlier in the afternoon, we had some time to kill before the gig so we decided to 
play some baseball. We located a field, teams were assembled and we went at it for three innings. Team 
Bryan-Johh-Dave and myself soundly trounced Team Rico-Rufio-Mike and Mike. I put in 3 for 5 effort 
with 2 doubles, a triple and 3 Ribbies. I was voted MVP and got carried off the field by my teammates. On 
to the show, and as Bryan said it was schweet. The post show party however, well that's up for discussion. 
The english accented douche found it necessary to crack and spill 3 or AGTs beers in under a minute. I 
got aggro on his limey ass and he showed himself out of my presence. But, revenge was afoot. I scared up 
an empty 40 oz. and filled it with half piss half water and left it for him. Unfortunately it ended up in the 
hands of Dave 45 and then someone else. Sorry dudes. Hung out most of the night on the front porch with 
crypt walking, guess talking Mike Clit. At one point some dudes decided to screw the door shut so we 
couldn't get back in. Pete spent the evening passed out in a recliner. Old Crow in one 

hand and a stomach 



still thatsameday.....(I bet your asking why this day deserves so meant entry’s and if you are asking 
that..youd better watch out for hat butting’ trip j fox with a trash bat buddy son.) Hey We're tooling 

around in upstate New York, listening to Sabbath and 
smokin' PCP laced. Special K dipped joints filled with 
killer dubage and the ashes of John fucking Bonham on 
our way to Wilkes Berry Barre Farms. Stay Gay.-Pete 




nk 


Tuesday May 20th Yeah so Wilkes-Barre was bunk. There 
was a decent amount of people I guess. Who cares. We 
went to a strip club next door after the show. Worst strip 
club ever. The strippers didn't show up till late, and 
everybody was disappointed in their lack of exotic 
entertainment ability. We got a hotel since our only other 
option was with 2 girls who were protected by some 
. . . ng . C °P (he was actually a cop) that told Rufio to take a hike. I hit 

fw m a- a h " ad f V th ? miC 3 0r 4 times when we P la > ed - Maybe he holds grudges. This was 

e st night we didnt rock n roll all night so far on this tour, but it was nice to relax in a clean hotel 
room, smoke the herb like rasta do, and watch Robocop 2. -Bryan 


BL ednesday May 21st Pittsburgh, PA was fun. We played "Mr. Roboto". Any place with a trash-art gizmo 
“? m Duck Tales hanging over the front door is guaranteed to be a hoot. We went to someone's house 
afterward. It was nice. The carpets were clean, the couches were big. The stench of human feces rising up 
the stairwayfrom the freshly sewage swamped basement was a nice touch. We headed out to a bar with 
dollar draughts. Met another person who started every sentence with "Oi". This needs to stop Mike AGT 
shined as lead singer of the Drunken Asses as such hits as Billy Joel's "Big Shot" provided a soundtrack 
for the night. After last call Rufio when back to the Shit Shack to sack up with a nice lady. The rest of us 
went to an alternate house with a 15 foot python and toy trains. I made out with a girl and Mike Clit 
kicked over a DVD player and TV, and broke some other stuff. Luckily he had a girl as well, who 
shouldered the blame. The guy who lived there was over heating with anger. Then they got 

busy in the bathroom. I woke up at 9:30am to his wife 0 - 
insisting I do drugs with her. I hung out with her in her room 
while she shot up. Good thing she was a nurse or something % 
because she laid out half a bag for me, when I told her I 
didn t want it she cooked that bag up too and realized it was 
too much after she shot it. But, she had some adrenaline or 
something so she poked herself with a bit of that to level 
out her high. Quite the resourceful junkie. She was alive 
when we left. Now we're sitting in a familiar place. The 
Hillcrest Hospital in Cleveland. Pete's in the back of the 
van hoping they don't recognize and get a bunch of thug 
sicked on him, beating last summer's appendectomy bill out of 

him. Were getting Clit’s drummer Sexy Mike Chaos repaired. His neck's all swollen, he can't talk 
and he's in pretty bad shape in general. He may need a new neck. If he does 1 reckon we'll just get him a 
new one. I’m fixin’ off 'un a cat. Get well soon Mike. -Bryan 


mil of pills. He didn’t even leave a mtckc note?} At some point the night ended. Heard a fuckin’ choice 

Skynard song on the radio today. The message was clear...smoke cigarettes, drink domestic bear, beat 
immigrants.-Mike 




While Mike was in the hospital we went to our buddy Fred's house to chill, shower and grub. His parents 
house has become a kind of traveling oasis, free from the perils of the outside world, aside from the 
panties lying around everywhere. Anywho, we got Mike and went to the show. It was at a place called 
The Beachland Ballroom. The club portion kind of resembled a high school gymnasium which kind of 
sucked. There was a decent amount of kids but not enough to fill it. Some friends from Chi-Town showed 
up and the boozing began. Before the show started we were given a sweet dinner of grilled and sauteed 
chicken with wild rice and green beans as well as roasted tomatoes and red onions adorning the chicken. 
The vegetarians got a portabella substitute. Yowza! It was fuckin' delicious. There was also some brews 
in the fridge. We all sat at all round table in the basement of the club and felt like kings. The show began 
and Criminal Authority were good. Even without the services of Fred Gunn. Before The Clit when on, 
Hey Daddy O, I went back down to the basement, liberated a twelve pack from the walk-in cooler and put 
it in our fridge, which had some empties. The perfect crime. Almost. AGT took the stage somewhere in 
there and rocked a somewhat inebriated set. It was fun and the response was good. Back down to the 
basement I went to find Mike Clit being busted in the cool by someone who worked there. Apparently he 
was trying to cover for me by arranging the twelve packs in a less obvious-they've-been-stolen manner. 
Nice grammar me. On to the 80's club. Wine, women, and song everywhere. Very fun time. Then back to 
Fred's where most everyone got their eat on in a big way, drank more and passed the fuck out. The next 
day everyone slept late and then we went on to Youngstown. A short drive from Cleveland. 

Friday Mav 23rd We played to maybe 20 kids while others stood outside. Rather fun considering the 
turnout, a real no pressure show. We drank at the bar and tried our best to scam free drinks. On the way 
back to Cleveland (Fred's again) we blew a tire. We went to a gas station and called AAA. A tow truck 
pulled in and Bryan explained that we had just called, and could he help us out now. The prick declined 
and said he'd be back when he got the call. To pass the time John (AGT) and John (Cleveland) engaged in 
an eating contest at the gas station's McDonalds. Each man had 4 double cheeseburgers. The first to 
finish his fourth would be the winner. As the videographer of this event I can tell you it was rather gross. 
If someone is perspiring just from eating... ughgah. But, it was the Cleveland John that emerged 
victorious, and to the victor went the spoils. Actually he got nothing and both John's shared in a post- 
match pukfest. So the tow truck finally showed up and you guessed it.. .it was the dickhead from before 
that blew us off. It took him a 
while to knock the ill-fitting 
corroded tire off but soon we 
were off again. Back to the 
Gunn's where some played 
the tour obsession: Suicide, 
and others watched MTV's 
"All Things Rock" where 
we were schooled in punk 
knowledge by 
Madding brothers.-Mike 

Saturday Mav 24th Had the 
day off yesterday. We hit the 
Rock N' Roll Hall of Fame 
before we left Cleveland 
since touring bands get in 
for free. The main exhibit 
was for U2 which was 


f 


m 


nowhere near as good as the history of Hip- 
Hop last time we were there. It was a cool 
tourist stop anyway. Then we said the 
goodbyes to our Cleveland buddies and 
set out for D.C. Pete and Rico drove all 
day in the rain while the rest of juggled a 
one-hitter, some muscle relaxers and 
codeine. We got a hotel later and 
continued the circus act with the 
addition of Golden Anniversary. It 
sounds over the top but we're just trying 
to have a good time while we can with 
our West Coast affiliates. -Bryan 

At the Rock N' Roll Hall of Fame 
Dave, Mike Clit, Bryan and myself went 
into a karaoke booth and emerged with a 
sweet tape. A reworking of the classic 
"Old MacDonald" but laced with 
obscenities, perverse lyrics and inside 
joke references. What did you expect? Lool 
summer.-Mike 

Sunday May 25th Danny Sherman is an incompetent prick. We arrived at the D.C./ "Bethesda" show 
yesterday to a large group of kids outside a locked up club. This dipshit Danny Sherman told us to be at 
"Lewies" in Bethesda on the 25th for a 2:00 show with Latchkey and VPR opening for us and Clit 45. Our 
guarantee was $175 for each band. It seemed well promoted since there was so many kids there for a 
Saturday matinee. But, the one thing Danny Sherman apparently forgot (which is key to the booking 
process) was to book the show. When the club opened at 4pm for a ska show, the owner denied any 
knowledge of our matinee. Danny Sherman reportedly showed up right before us, threw a fit over 
something and left on his bicycle. He didn't return any of our calls, and when we went to his apartment he 
didn't answer the buzzer and the door guy wouldn't give us any info. We ended up gathering the kids left 
at the club and going back to the parking lot where our van was to sell our shit out of the trailer and 
possible make some of our gas money we lost on the guarantee back. The kids were cool and they bought 
stuff. A couple even bought us pizza. Then we set out for Philly. Our show there for the 25th was 
cancelled right before tour, but we were trying to get something there and we figured it would be fun to 
hang out there even if we didn't play. We went to our friend Courtney's house, but heard of a party outside 
the city. So we went. Long story short... a fight broke out and we had to stay with Mike Authority and his 
mom. I have a bunch of stitches in my face and 9 staples in my head. Just a little advice, don't ever try to 
fight a group of beefy jocks who are above you on a staircase and armed with liquor bottles by yourself. 
And even if they play Blitz on the stereo and where punk t-shirts it could still be a setup. On our way to 
NYC now. We're playing The Knitting Factory tomorrow. Pete's learning the lyrics so he can sing (some of 
the stitches were for my split lip, which is so swollen I can barely talk, let alone sing). I'll probably play 
guitar instead. It's the last show so at least it's a one time line up. We'll see how it goes.-Bryan 

Tuesday May 27th So despite all of the shit the last show went off really well. As it turned out Bryan 
didn't play guitar, and Pete didn't sing. Instead, Pete stayed on guitar and Rufio (Clit 45) sang. He sat out 
in the van brushing up on the lyrics as the first band played. Given the circumstances I thought the set 
went really well and Rufio did good. We played a some-what abbreviated set and then the Clit took the 






for it this 



stage. This was their first NYC show and they tore it up. Meggers, Jake and Rick from The Casualties 
were all there and we drank at the bar afterwards, toasting our fucked up tour!!! We then drove to 
Meggers apartment in (omitted 
his protection). We ate chicken, 
drank domestic beer and 
watched The Family Guy 
DVD, kinda. Rufio and I 
played a marathon game of 
war and talked in annoying 
Chinese accents. In the 
moming/afternoon we went 
out to eat and are now tooling 
around trying to find our way 
out of the city. Mike 
Shelbourn is taking about 
toids, again. 


Wednesday May 28th That's all 
she wrote. We just dropped 
off the trailer and tonight we 
are having a post-tour dinner 
w/ Clit 45. ..probably at 
Wendy's. Actually we'll be 
dining like fatcat's at a local 
5-star food hole. Anyways, 
tour was fun and chock full 
of ridiculousness and drama. 
But we made it home alive 
and filthy stinking' rich, 
actually.... no. Next up we will 
be getting a new ride and 
hitting the road in June by 
ourselves and then F-Minus 
and the Forgotten in July and 
August. Should be good 
times but I'll never forget this 
tour, although some boozed 
up memories will be tough to 
recall.-Pete 


Thanks to Pat for 
letting us do this , all the fans 
that came out to the shows 
(we really appreciate the 
support) Bill Toxic for promotion help, Ron, ® ur 

Friends, (O.B., Fred, and The Cleveland Crew, Chi-Town Boys, Meggers and Jake) 

anyone that put us up or fed us, and especially the Clit, who understand the struggle on this ladder as 
well as we do, and know that we will have our say! Extra special thanks to The Crazy Eights. 
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Tommy and The Terrors "13 . '■ * ' 

The Hard Way" IP (Reissue ^ 

on Vinyl) aSSSSsEUC 
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The Misfits 
GG Allin 
I Black Flag 
<SSD 

Gang Green 
Jerry’s Kids 
DYS 

Slapshot 
i Youth of Today 
Gorilla Buiscuts 
I TSOI 

9 Circle Jerks 

* and many more! 
zjk. 





Punk Rock Special: 


Overnight Ootors 


“40 ML 
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Only 
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A STOP ON 
W TOURIJJ^ 


131 Route lOlA 41 

Amherst, New Hampshire \ i WW 

All-ages, $5 No smoking or alcohol. \ 'jV ;F fgj 

Capacity: 105 

Shows Fri, Sat, Sun. and some weekdays. Most start at 8pm. 

We hook all kinds of music Including punk, hardcore, acoustic, ' 
jazz, and everything in between. 

Booking: send an email to hooking@CurlysCoffee.com 

Include links to mp3s, if you have them, and your phone number, 
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Were a Zine With A Local Focns...ajid National Readership 

is a monthly Punk/Oi/Hardcore zine 
focuses on our Niw England scene. 
You can pick up No 13 at these fine 
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establishments EVERY MONTH! 


Doctor Strange Records in Alta Loma, 0A j 

Taang Records in San Diego, CA 
Angry, Young and Poor in Lancaster, PACJ * 

(All three of these also inserLissues with their mail orders) 
Trash American Style m,jDanbury, CT 

CurmudgenRec :ords in Hillsborough, N*J 
Cris' Warpid Records m Takewbod, OH 
Reading FWnzy in Pqrtland/OR 
Contrast Records in Providence, RI 
Two Tone Records in Passaic, NJ 
Smash Records in Washington, DC 
Needles and Pinrm San Fransisct^A 
Brave New World in Pittsburgh, PA 
Reptillian Records in Baltimore, MD 
ose Music Storey in Portsmouth. NH and Portland, 
ngor, N. Whindom, and Brunswick, Maine 
Toxic Ranch Records in Tucson,’ 

Relapse Rec ords in Philadelphia, PA 
tnegedon Shop in Providence, RI 
f'AWOL Records in Dallas, TX ff 1 
ecords in Madison, WI and Millwalkee, WI 
lipside Records in San Antonio, TXJ^ZT 
Cash For Chaos in Las Vegas, NV 
Newbury Comics Locations in New England 
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IN BOSTON: MARS RECORDS/SECOND COM ING RECORDS/THE VIDEO 
UNDERGROUND/THE GARMENT DISTRICT/fHE OTHF.RSIDE CAFE/HUBBA 
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NEW ENGLAND BANDS, LABELS AND ZINES! 
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BOTTLE FIGHT |HE 

Put On Your Shitkickers COMMANDOS 
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NEW ON RODENT POPSICLE RECORDS 

TOXIC NARCOTIC SHOOT PEOPLE, NOT DOPE CDEP 

TOXIC NARCOTIC BEER IN THE SHOWER 7" PIC. DISC 

NAKED AGGRESSION GUT WRINGING MACHINE CD 

DEFCON 4 SELF TITLED CD 

CZOLGOSZ GUERNICA CD 

GIRLUSH FIGURE ROTTEN TO THE CORE CD 

STFU / MONSTER SQUAD SPLIT CD 

FOR THE WORSE COULDNT GIVE TWO SHITS ABOUT THE KDS CD 

STATE CONTROL NO ESCAPE CD 

TOMMY & THE TERRORS/ HELLA / WICKED SPLIT 7" EP 
WHISKEY REBELS 

NOT SO NEW FROM RODENT POPSICLE 

TOXIC NARCOTIC 89-99 CD / LP 

TOXIC NARCOTIC HAD IT COMING 7" 

CLUSTERFUX THRASH MONGREL CD 

THUMBS UP! BUILDING AN ARMY 7" EP 

MIDNIGHT CREEPS DOOMED FROM THE GET GO CD 

TOMMY & THE TERRORS THIRTEEN THE HARD WAY CD 

CZOLGOSZ SAIPAN 7" EP 

A GLOBAL THREAT EARACHE/PASS THE TIME CDEP / 7” EP 

ALLERGIC TO WHORES LIFE THROUGH DEATHS EYES CD 

THE ESCAPED ESCAPED GENERATION CDEP 

MOURNINGSIDE SOME SECRETS ARE BETTER LEFT. . . CDEP 

THE PROFITS DYING FOR DOLLARS 7 M EP 

CRASH AND BURN SELF TITLED CD 

TOMMY & THE TERRORS OUTBOUND 7" EP 

DEAD PEDESTRIANS IN THE STREETS CD 

DISASTER STRIKES SELF TITLED CD 

THE PROFITS PROFIT OVER PEOPLE CD 

A GLOBAL THREAT IN THE RED 7" EP 


COMING SOON - BOSTON 2003 PUNK/HC COMP 2xCD over fifty bands on this double CD! 

7" Records $4 • CDEP's $6 ■ CD's/12" LP's S10 • 7" Pic. Disc $7 • all prices include postage in the usai 

SEND S.A.S.E. FOR UPDATED CATALOGUE. SEND CHECK OR MONET ORDER PAYABLE TO: RODENT POPSICLE RECORDS 
NOTE: IF YOU MUST SEND CASH PLEASE MAKE SURE ITS WELL CONCEALED. ALLOW M WEEKS FOR DELIVERY! 

SEND 3 DOLLARS FOR PATCHES. STICKERS. PINS. POSTERS AND ANY OTHER FREE JUNK Uffi WANNA SEND YOU! 

RODENT POPSICLE RECORDS P.0. BOX 1143 ALLSTON, MA 02134 USA www.RODENTPOPSICLE.com. 



